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THE 

LIFE    OF    JOHN    GAY. 

BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


John  Gay,  descended  from  an  old  family  that  had 
been  long  in  possession  of  the  manor  of  Goldworthy,* 
in  Devonshire,  was  born  in  1688,  at  or  near  Barn- 
staple, where  he  was  educated  by  Mr.  Luck,  who 
taught  the  school  of  that  town  with  good  reputation, 
and,  a  little  before  he  retired  from  it,  published  a  vo- 
lume of  Latin  and  English  verses.  Under  such  a  master 
he  was  likely  to  form  a  taste  for  poetry.  Being  born 
without  prospect  of  hereditary  riches,  he  was  sent  to 
London  in  his  youth,  and  placed  apprentice  with  a 
silk-mercer. 

How  long  he  continued  behind  the  counter,  or  with 
what  degree  of  softness  and  dexterity  he  received  and 
accommodated  the  ladies,  as  he  probably  took  no  de- 
light in  telling  it,  is  not  known.  The  report  is,  that 
he  was  soon  weary  of  either  the  restraint  or  servility 
of  his  occupation,  and  easily  persuaded  his  master  to 
discharge  him. 

The  Duchess  of  Monmouth,  remarkable  for  in- 
flexible perseverance  in  her  demand  to  be  treated  as 
a  princess,  in  1712  took  Gay  into  her  service  as  secre- 
tary :  by  quitting  a  shop  for  such  service  he  might  gain 
leisure,  but  he  certainly  advanced  little  in  the  boast  of 
independence.  Of  his  leisure  he  made  so  good  use, 
that  he  published  next  year  a  poem  on  *  Rural  Sports/ 
and  inscribed  it  to  Mr.  Pope,  who  was  then  rising  fast 
into  reputation.  Pope  was  pleased  with  the  honour ; 
and  when  he  became  acquainted  with  Gay,  found  such 
attractions  in  his  manners  and  conversation,  that  he 

»  Goldworthy  does  not  appear  in  the  VMare.—Dr.  J. 
A  2 
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seems  to  have  received  him  into  his  inmost  confidence ; 
and  a  friendship  was  formed  between  them  which 
lasted  to  their  separation  by  death,  without  any  known 
abatement  on  either  part.  Gay  was  the  general  fa- 
vourite of  the  whole  association  of  wits  ;  but  they  re- 
garded him  as  a  play-fellow  rather  than  a  partner,  and 
treated  him  with  more  fondness  than  respect. 

Next  year  he  published  '  The  Shepherd's  Week,'  six 
English  pastorals,  in  which  the  images  are  drawn  from 
real  life,  such  as  it  appears  among  the  rustics  in  parts 
of  England  remote  from  London.  Steele,  in  some 
parts  of '  The  Guardian,'  had  praised  Ambrose  Philips, 
as  the  pastoral  writer  that  yielded  only  to  Theocritus, 
Virgil,  and  Spenser.  Pope,  who  had  also  published 
pastorals,  not  pleased  to  be  overlooked,  drew  up  a  com- 
parison of  his  own  compositions  with  those  of  Philips, 
in  which  he  covertly  gave  himself  the  preference, 
while  he  seemed  to  disown  it.  Not  content  with  this, 
he  is  supposed  to  have  incited  Gay  to  write  •  The  Shep- 
herd's Week ;'  to  shew,  that  if  it  be  necessary  to  copy 
nature  with  minuteness,  rural  life  must  be  exhibited 
such  as  grossness  and  ignorance  have  made  it.  So  far 
the  plan  was  reasonable :  but  the  pastorals  are  intro- 
duced by  a  proeme,  written  with  such  imitation  as  they 
could  obtain  of  obsolete  language,  and  by  consequence 
in  a  style  that  was  never  spoken  nor  written  in  any 
age  or  in  any  place. 

But  the  effect  of  reality  and  truth  became  conspicu- 
ous, even  when  the  intention  was  to  shew  them  gro- 
velling and  degraded.  These  pastorals  became  popular, 
and  were  read  with  delight,  as  just  representations  of 
rural  manners  and  occupations,  by  those  who  had  no 
interest  in  the  rivalry  of  the  poets,  nor  knowledge  of 
the  critical  dispute. 

In  1713  he  brought  a  comedy  called  •  The  Wife  of 
Bath'  upon  the  stage,  but  it  received  no  applause ;  he 
printed  it,  however,  and  seventeen  years  after,  having 
altered  it,  and,  as  he  thought,  adapted  it  more  to  the 
public  taste, he  offeredit  again  tothetown:  but,  though 
he  was  flushed  with  the  success  of  the  'Beggar's  Opera,' 
had  the  mortification  to  see  it  again  rejected. 

In  the  last  year  of  Queen  Anne's  life,  Gay  was  made 

<? 
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secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Clarendon,  ambassador  to  the 
court  of  Hanover.  This  was  a  station  that  naturally 
gave  him  hopes  of  kindness  from  every  party;  but  the 
Queen's  death  put  an  end  to  her  favours,  and  he  bad 
dedicatedhis'  Shepherd's  Week' to  Bolingbroke,  which 
Swift  considered  as  the  crime  that  obstructed  all  kind- 
ness from  the  House  of  Hanover. 

He  did  not,  however,  omit  to  improve  the  right  which 
his  office  had  given  him  to  the  notice  of  the  royal  fa- 
mily. On  the  arrival  of  the  Princess  of  Wales,  he 
wrote  a  poem,  and  obtained  so  much  favour,  that  both 
the  Prince  and  Princess  went  to  see  his  s  What  d'ye 
call  it  V  a  kind  of  mock-tragedy,  in  which  the  images 
were  comic,  and  the  action  grave ;  so  that,  as  Pope 
relates,  Mr.  Cromwell,  who  could  not  hear  what  wa3 
said,  was  at  a  loss  how  to  reconcile  the  laughter  of 
the  audience  with  the  solemnity  of  the  scene. 

Of  this  performance  the  value  certainly  is  but  little; 
but  it  was  one  of  the  lucky  trifles  that  give  pleasure 
by  novelty,  and  was  so  much  favoured  by  the  audience, 
that  envy  appeared  against  it  in  the  form  cf  criticism ; 
and  Griffin,  a  player,  in  conjunction  with  Mr.  Theo- 
bald, a  man  afterwards  more  remarkable,  produced  a 
pamphlet  called  '  The  Key  to  the  What  d'ye  call  it  V 
which,  says  Gay/  calls  me  a  blockhead,  and  Mr.  Pope 
a  knave.' 

But  fortune  has  always  been  unconstant.  Not  long 
afterwards  (1717)  he  endeavoured  to  entertain  the  town 
with  'Three  Hours  after  Marriage;'  a  comedy,  written, 
as  there  is  sufficient  reason  for  believing,  by  the  joint 
assistance  of  Pope  and  Arbuthnot.  One  purpose  of  it 
was  to  bring  into  contempt  Dr.  Woodward,  the  fos- 
silist,  a  man  not  really  or  justly  contemptible.  It  had 
the  fate  which  such  outrages  deserve;  the  scene  in 
which  Woodward  was  directly  and  apparently  ridi- 
culed, by  the  introduction  of  a  mummy  and  a  croco- 
dile, disgusted  the  audience,  and  the  performance  was 
driven  off  the  stage  with  general  condemnation. 

Gay  is  represented  as  a  man  easily  incited  to  hope, 
and  deeply  depressed  when  bis  hopes  were  disappoint- 
ed. This  is  not  the  character  of  a  hero ;  but  it  may 
naturally  imply  something  more  generally  welcome,  a 
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soft  and  civil  companion.  Whoever  is  apt  to  hope 
good  from  others  is  diligent  to  please  them;  hut  he 
that  believes  his  powers  strong  enough  to  force  their 
own  way,  commonly  tries  only  to  please  himself. 

He  had  been  simple  enough  to  imagine  that  those 
who  laughed  at  the  *  What  d'ye  call  it?'  would  raise 
the  fortune  of  its  author;  and,  finding  nothing  done, 
sunk  into  dejection.  His  friends  endeavoured  to  di- 
vert him.  The  Earl  of  Burlington  sent  him  (1716)  into 
Devonshire;  the  year  after,  Mr.  Pulteney  took  him 
to  Aix ;  and  in  the  following  year  Lord  Harcourt  in- 
vited him  to  his  seat,  where,  during  his  visit,  the  two 
rural  lovers  were  killed  with  lightning,  as  is  particu- 
larly told  in  Pope's  Letters. 

Being  now  generally  known,  he  published  (1720)  his 
poems  by  subscription,  with  such  success,  that  he 
raised  a  thousand  pounds ;  and  called  his  friends  to  a 
consultation,  what  use  might  be  best  made  of  it. 
Lewis,  the  steward  of  Lord  Oxford,  advised  him  to 
intrust  it  to  the  funds,  and  live  upon  the  interest;  Ar- 
huthnot  bade  him  to  intrust  it  to  Providence,  and  live 
upon  the  principal;  Pope  directed  him,  and  was  se- 
conded by  Swift,  to  purchase  an  annuity. 

Gay  in  that  disastrous  year*  had  a  present  from 
young  Craggs  of  some  South-sea  stock,  and  once  sup- 
posed himself  to  be  master  of  twenty  thousand  pounds. 
His  friends  persuaded  him  to  sell  his  share;  but  he 
dreamed  of  dignity  and  splendour,  and  could  not  bear 
to  obstruct  his  own  fortune.  He  was  then  importuned 
to  sell  as  much  as  would  purchase  a  hundred  a-year 
for  life, '  which,' says  Fenton,  •  will  make  you  sure  of 
a  clean  shirt  and  a  shoulder  of  mutton  every  day.' 
This  counsel  was  rejected;  the  profit  and  principal 
were  lost,  and  Gay  sunk  under  the  calamity  so  low 
that  his  life  became  in  danger. 

By  the  care  of  his  friends,  among  whom  Pope  ap- 
pears to  have  shewn  particular  tenderness,  his  health 
was  restored;  and,  returning  to  his  studies,  he  wrote 
a  tragedy  called  '  The  Captives,'  which  he  was  invited 
to  read  before  the  Princess  of  Wales.  When  the  hour 
came,  he  saw  the  Princess  and  her  ladies  all  in  ex- 
♦  Spence. 
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pectation,  and  advancing  with  reverence  too  great  for 
any  other  attention,  stumbled  at  a  stool,  and  falling 
forwards,  threw  down  a  weighty  Japan  screen.  The 
Princess  started,  the  ladies  screamed,  and  poor  Gay, 
after  all  the  disturbance,  was  still  to  read  his  play. 

The  fate  of '  The  Captives,' which  was  acted  at  Drury 
Lane  in  1723-4,  I  know  not;*  but  he  now  thought 
himself  in  favour,  and  undertook  (1726)  to  write  a  vo- 
lume of  Fables  for  the  improvement  of  the  young  Duke 
of  Cumberland.  For  this  he  is  said  to  have  been  pro- 
mised a  reward,  which  he  had  doubtless  magnified  with 
all  the  wild  expectations  of  indigence  and  vanity. 

Nextyear  the  Prince  and  Princess  became  King  and 
Queen,  and  Gay  was  to  be  great  and  happy ;  but  upon 
the  settlement  of  the  household  he  found  himself  ap- 
pointed gentleman  usher  to  the  Princess  Louisa.  By 
this  offer  he  thought  himself  insulted,  and  sent  a  mes- 
sage to  the  Queen,  that  he  was  too  old  for  the  place. 
There  seem  to  have  been  many  machinations  employ- 
ed afterwards  in  his  favour;  and  diligent  court  was 
paid  to  Mrs.  Howard,  afterward  Countess  of  Suffolk, 
who  was  much  beloved  by  the  King  and  Queen,  to 
engage  her  interest  for  his  promotion;  but  solicitations, 
verses,  and  flatteries,  were  thrown  away;  the  lady 
heard  them,  and  did  nothing. 

All  the  pain  which  he  suffered  from  the  neglect,  or, 
as  he  perhaps  termed  it,  the  ingratitude  of  the  court, 
may  be  supposed  to  have  been  driven  away  by  the  un- 
exampled success  of  the  «  Beggar's  Opera.'  This  play, 
written  in  ridicule  of  the  musical  Italian  drama,  was 
first  offered  to  Cibber  and  his  brethren  at  Drury  Lane, 
and  rejected;  it  being  then  carried  to  Rich,  had  the 
effect,  as  was  ludicrously  said,  of  making  Gay  rich, 
and  Rich  gay. 

Of  this  lucky  piece,  as  the  reader  cannot  but  wish 
to  know  the  original  and  progress,  I  have  inserted  the 
relation  which  Spence  has  given  in  Pope's  words. 

Dr.  Swifthad  been  observing  once  to  Mr.  Gay,  what 
an  odd  pretty  sort  of  a  thing  a  Newgate  pastoral  might 
make.     Gay  was  inclined  to  try  at  such  a  thing  for 

*  It  was  acted  seven  nights.  The  author's  third  night  was  by 
command  of  their  Royal  Highnesses.— K. 
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some  time;  but  afterwards  thought  it  would  be  better 
to  write  a  comedy  on  the  same  plan.  This  was  what 
gave  rise  to  the  '  Beggar's  Opera.'  He  began  on  it ; 
and  when  first  he  mentioned  it  to  Swift,  the  doctor 
did  not  much  like  the  project.  As  he  carried  it  on, 
he  shewed  what  he  wrote  to  both  of  us,  and  we  now 
and  then  gave  a  correction,  or  a  word  or  two  of  ad- 
vice ;  but  it  was  wholly  of  his  own  writing. — When 
it  was  done,  neither  of  us  thought  it  would  succeed. 
Wesheweditto  Congreve  ;  who,  after  reading  it  over, 
said,  it  would  either  take  greatly,  or  be  damned  con- 
foundedly.— We  were  all,  at  the  first  night  of  it,  in 
great  uncertainty  of  the  event;  till  we  were  very  much 
encouraged  by  overhearing  the  Duke  of  Argyle,  who 
sat  in  the  next  box  to  us,  say,'  It  will  do— it  must  do  ! 
1  see  it  in  the  eyes  of  them.'  This  was  a  good  while 
before  the  first  act  was  over,  and  so  gave  us  ease 
soon  ;  for  that  Duke  (besides  his  own  good  taste)  has  a 
particular  knack,  as  any  one  now  living,  in  discover- 
ing the  taste  of  the  public.  He  was  quite  right  in  this 
as  usual ;  the  good-nature  of  the  audience  grew  stronger 
and  stronger  every  act,  and  ended  in  a  clamour  of  ap- 
plause.' 

Its  reception  is  thus  recorded  in  the  notes  to  the 
•  Dunciad  :' 

'  This  piece  was  received  with  greater  applause  than 
was  ever  known.  Besides  being  acted  in  London 
sixty-three  days  without  interruption,  and  renewed 
the  next  season  with  equal  applause,  it  spread  into  all 
the  great  towns  of  England ;  wa3  played  in  many 
places  to  the  thirtieth  and  fortieth  time;  at  Bath  and 
Bristol  fifty,  &c.  It  made  its  progress  into  Wales, 
Scotland, and  Ireland,  where  it  wasperforrned  twenty- 
four  days  successively.  The  ladies  carried  about  with 
them  the  favourite  songs  of  it  in  fans,  and  houses 
were  furnished  with  it  in  screens.  The  fame  of  it  was 
not  confined  to  the  author  only.  The  person  who 
acted  Polly,  till  then  obscure,  became  all  at  once  the 
favourite  of  the  town;  her  pictures  were  engraved, 
and  sold  in  great  numbers ;  her  life  written,  books  of 
letters  and  versesto  her  published,  and  pamphlets  made 
even  of  her  sayings  and  jests.    Furthermore,  it  drove 
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out  of  England  (for  that  season)  the  Italian  opera, 
which  had  carried  all  before  it  for  ten  years.' 

Of  this  performance,  when  it  was  printed,  the  re- 
ception was  different,  according  to  the  different  opinion 
of  its  readers.  Swift  commended  it  for  the  excellence 
of  its  morality,  as  a  piece  that '  placed  all  kinds  of  vice 
in  the  strongest  and  most  odious  light;'  but  others, 
and  among  them  Dr.  Herring,  afterwards  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury,  censured  it  as  giving  encouragement 
not  only  to  vice  but  to  crimes,  by  making  a  highway- 
man the  hero,  and  dismissing  him  at  last  unpunished. 
It  has  been  even  said,  that  after  the  exhibition  of  the 
'  Beggar's  Opera,'  the  gangs  of  robbers  were  evidently 
multiplied. 

Both  these  decisions  are  surely  exaggerated.  The 
play,  like  many  others,  was  plainly  written  only  to 
divert,  without  any  moral  purpose,  and  is  therefore 
not  likely  to  do  good ;  nor  can  it  be  conceived,  with- 
out more  speculation  than  life  requires  or  admits,  to 
be  productive  of  much  evil.  Highwaymen  and  house- 
breakers seldom  frequent  the  playhouse,  or  mingle  in 
any  elegant  diversion  ;  nor  is  it  possible  for  any  one 
to  imagine  that  he  may  rob  with  safety,  because  he 
sees  Mackheath  reprieved  upon  the  stage. 

This  objection,  however,  or  some  other  rather  politi- 
cal than  moral,  obtained  such  prevalence,  that  when 
Gay  produced  a  second  part  under  the  name  of '  Polly,' 
it  was  prohibited  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain  :  and  he 
was  forced  to  recompense  his  repulse  by  a  subscrip- 
tion, which  is  said  to  have  been  so  liberally  bestowed, 
that  what  he  called  oppression  ended  in  profit.  The 
publication  was  so  much  favoured,that  though  the  first 
part  gained  him  four  hundred  pounds,  near  thrice  as 
much  was  the  profit  of  the  second.* 

He  received  yet  another  recompense  for  this  sup- 
posed hardship  in  the  affectionate  attention  of  the  Duke 
and  Duchess  of  Queensberry,  into  whose  house  he 
was  taken,  and  with  whom  he  passed  the  remaining 
part  of  his  life.  The  Duke,  considering  his  want  of 
economy,  undertook  the  management  of  his  money, 
and  gave  it  to  him  as  he  wanted  it.+  But  it  is  sup- 
*  Spence.  t  Ibid. 
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posed  that  the  discountenance  of  the  court  sunk  deep 
into  his  heart,  and  gave  him  more  discontent  than  the 
applauses  or  tenderness  of  his  friends  could  overpower. 
He  soon  fell  into  his  old  distemper,  an  habitual  cholic, 
and  languished,  though  with  many  intervals  of  ease 
and  cheerfulness,  till  a  violent  fit  at  last  seized  him, 
and  hurried  him  to  the  grave,  as  Arbuthnot  reported, 
with  more  precipitance  than  he  had  ever  known.  He 
died  on  the  4th  of  December,  1732,  and  was  buried  in 
Westminster  Abbey.  The  letter  which  brought  an 
account  of  his  death  to  Swift  was  laid  by  for  some 
days  unopened,  because  when  be  received  it  he  was 
impressed  with  the  preconception  of  some  misfortune. 

After  his  death,  was  published  a  second  volume  of 
•  Fables,'  more  political  than  the  former.  His  opera 
of  •  Achilles,'  was  acted,  and  the  profits  were  given  to 
two  widow  sisters,  who  inherited  what  he  left,  as  his 
lawful  heirs  :  for  he  died  without  a  will,  though  he 
had  gathered*  three  thousand  pounds.  There  have 
appeared  likewise  under  his  name  a  comedy  called 
«  The  Distressed  Wife,'  and  « The  Rehearsal  at  Go- 
tham,' a  piece  of  humour. 

The  character  given  him  by  Pope  is  this  ;  that '  he 
was  a  natural  man,  without  design,  who  spoke  what 
he  thought  and  just  as  he  thought  it;'  and  that  'he 
was  of  a  timid  temper,  and  fearful  of  giving  offence  to 
the  great :'  which  caution,  however,  says  Pope,  was 
of  no  avail. t 

As  a  poet,  he  cannot  be  rated  very  high.  He  was, 
as  I  once  heard  a  female  critic  remark,  ■  of  a  lower 
order.'  He  had  not  in  any  great  degree  the  mens  di- 
vinior,  the  dignity  of  genius.  Much  however  must  be 
allowed  to  the  author  of  a  new  species  of  composition, 
though  it  be  not  of  the  highest  kind.  We  owe  to  Gay 
the  ballad  opera ;  a  mode  of  comedy  which  at  first  was 
supposed  to  delight  only  by  its  novelty,  but  has  now 
by  the  experience  of  half  a  century  been  found  so  well 
accommodated  to  the  disposition  of  a  popular  audience, 
that  it  is  likely  to  keep  long  possession  of  tbe  stage. 
Whether  this  new  drama  was  the  product  of  judgment 
or  of  luck,  the  praise  of  it  must  be  given  to  the  iuvcn- 
*  Spence.  t  Ibid. 
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tor ;  and  there  are  many  writers  read  with  more  reve- 
rence to  whom  such  merit  of  originality  cannot  be  at- 
tributed. 

His  first  performance, '  The  Rural  Sports,'  is  such 
as  was  easily  planned  and  executed  ;  it  is  never  con- 
temptible nor  ever  excellent.  '  The  Fan'  is  one  of 
those  mythological  fictions  which  antiquity  delivers 
ready  to  the  hand,  but  which,  like  other  things  that 
he  open  to  every  man's  use,  are  of  little  value.  The 
attention  naturally  retires  from  a  new  tale  of  Venus, 
Diana,  and  Minerva. 

His  *  Fables'  seem  to  have  been  a  favourite  work  ; 
for,  having  published  one  volume,  he  left  another  be- 
hind him.  Of  this  kind  of  fables,  the  authors  do  not 
appear  to  have  formed  any  distinct  or  settled  notion. 
Phasdrus  evidently  confounds  them  with  tales ;  and 
Gay  both  with  tales  and  allegorical  prosopopoeias.  A 
fable  or  apologue,  such  as  is  now  under  consideration, 
seems  to  be,  in  its  genuine  state,  a  narrative  in  which 
beings  irrational,  and  sometimes  inanimate,  arbores 
loquuntur,  non  tantum  ferce,  are,  for  the  purpose  of 
moral  instruction,  feigned  to  act  and  speak  with  hu- 
man interests  and  passions.  To  this  description  the  com- 
positions of  Gay  do  not  always  conform.  For  a  fable  he 
gives  now  and  then  a  tale,  or  an  abstracted  allegory ; 
and  from  some,  by  whatever  name  they  maybe  called, 
it  will  be  difficult  to  extract  any  moral  principle.  They 
are,  however,  told  with  liveliness  ;  the  versification  is 
smooth  :  and  the  diction,  though  now  and  then  a  little 
constrained  by  the  measure  or  the  rhyme,  is  generally 
happy. 

To  ■  Trivia'  may  be  allowed  all  that  it  claims  ;  it  is 
sprightly,  various,  and  pleasant.  The  subject  is  of  that 
kind  which  Gay  was  by  nature  qualified  to  adorn  ;  yet 
some  of  his  decorations  may  be  justly  wished  away. 
An  honest  blacksmith  might  have  done  for  Patty  what 
is  performed  by  Vulcan.  The  appearance  of  Cloacina  is 
nauseous  and  superfluous  :  a  shoe-boy  could  have  been 
produced  by  the  casual  cohabition  of  mere  mortals. 
Horace's  rule  is  broken  in  both  cases  :  there  is  no  dig  - 
nus  vindice  nodus,  no  diificulty  that  required  any  su- 
pernatural interposition.     A  patten  may  be  made  by 
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the  hammer  of  a  mortal :  and  a  bastard  may  be  dropped 
by  a  human  strumpet.  On  great  occasions,  and  on 
small,  the  mind  is  repelled  by  useless  and  apparent 
falsehood. 

Of  his  little  poems  the  public  judgment  seems  to  be 
right ;  they  are  neither  much  esteemed  nor  totally  de- 
spised. The  story  of  the  apparition  is  borrowed  from 
one  of  the  tales  of  Poggio.  Those  that  please  least 
are  the  pieces  to  which  Gulliver  gave  occasion:  for 
who  can  much  delight  in  the  echo  of  unnatural  fic- 
tion? 

'  Dione'  is  a  counterpart  to  '  Amynta'  and  *  Pastor 
Fido,'  and  other  trifles  of  the  same  kind,  easily  imi- 
tated, and  unworthy  of  imitation.  What  the  Italians 
call  comedies  from  a  happy  conclusion,  Gay  calls  a 
tragedy  from  a  mournful  event:  but  the  style  of  the 
Italians  and  of  Gay  is  equally  tragical.  There  is  some- 
thing in  the  poetical  Arcadia  so  remote  from  known 
reality  and  speculative  possibility,  that  we  can  never 
support  its  representation  through  a  long  work.  A  pas- 
toral of  a  hundred  lines  may  he  endured ;  but  who  will 
hear  of  sheep  and  goats,  and  myrtle  bowers,  and  purl- 
ing  rivulets,  through  five  acts?  Such  scenes  please 
barbarians  in  the  dawn  of  literature,  and  children  in 
the  dawn  of  life :  but  will  be  for  the  most  part  thrown 
away,  as  men  grow  wise,  and  nations  grow  learned. 


DR.  NATHANIEL  COTTON, 

Author  of  the  ■  Visions  in  Verse/  was  born  about 
the  year  1707;  but  where,  or  of  what  family,  is  not 
known ;  his  friends  having  given  to  the  world  few 
anecdotes  which  can  throw  light  upon  his  history. 
He  studied  physic  at  Leyden,  in  Boerhaave's  time; 
and  probably  took  his  degree  at  that  university,  which 
was  then  of  the  highest  reputation.  On  his  return  to 
England  he  became,  probably  by  accident,  the  assist- 
ant, and  afterwards  successor,  of  a  Dr.  Crawley,  who 
kept  a  house  for  the  reception  of  lunatics  at  Dunstable. 


BIOGRAPHICAL  PREFACE.  xt 

From  this  place  Dr.  Cotton  removed  to  St.  Alban's, 
where  he  formed  a  large  establishment  for  his  patients, 
which  is  still  known  by  the  name  of  The  College. 

His  poems  and  prose  essays  were  written  during  such 
intervals  of  leisure  as  his  increasing  business  permitted. 
The  'Visions  in  Verse'  were  first  published  in  1751; 
and  a  complete  collection  of  his  works  was  published 
in  two  volumes,  in  1791.  He  was  twice  married,  and 
had  children  by  both  his  wives.  One  of  his  sons  be- 
came a  director  of  the  Hon.  East  India  Company. 

He  died  at  St.  Alban's,  Aug.  2, 1788.  Cowper,  the 
celebrated  poet,  was  at  one  time  his  patient,  and  has 
borne  a  very  honourable  testimony  to  his  tenderness 
and  skill  as  a  physician,  as  well  as  to  his  genius  and 
piety.  Cowper's  biographer,  Mr.  Hayley,  says  that 
Dr.  Cotton  was  •  a  scholar  and  a  poet,  who  added  to 
many  accomplishments  a  peculiar  sweetness  of  man- 
ners, in  very  advanced  life.'  Besides  the  charms  of  a 
style,  easy,  natural,  and  often  ornamented,  all  his 
poems  have  the  superior  merit  of  being  eminently  cal- 
culated to  promote  just  ideas  of  morality,  and  an  accu- 
rate knowledge  of  life  and  manners. 


EDWARD  MOORE, 


Author  of  Fables  for  the  Female  Sex,'  was  born  at 
Abingdon  in  Berkshire,  in  the  year  1712.  He  was 
originally  intended  for  business,  and  lived  for  some 
time  with  a  linen-draper,  in  London.  He  afterwards 
commenced  a  partnership  in  the  linen  trade  with  a 
friend  in  Ireland,  which  proved  unsuccessful.  From 
that  time  he  appears  to  have  devoted  himself  to  lite- 
rary pursuits.  His  '  Fables  for  the  Female  Sex' 
were  published  in  1744.  His  next  production,  •  The 
Trial  of  Selim,'  was  an  elegant  panegyric  on  Sir 
George,  afterwards  Lord  Lyttelton,  couched  under  the 
mask  of  satire. 

He  then  became  a  writer  for  the  stage,  and  pro- 
duced two  comedies,  *  The  Foundling,'  and  '  Gil  Bias ;' 
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and  a  tragedy, *  The  Gamester.'  The  success  of  his 
comedies  was  not  great ;  but  his  •  Gamester,'  which  is 
still  a  stock-piece,  is  justly  allowed  to  be  one  of  the 
finest  appeals  to  the  passions  that  ever  was  made. 

About  the  year  1753,  when  this  tragedy  was  first 
acted,  Lord  Lyttelton  encouraged  the  author  to  com- 
mence a  periodical  paper,  in  the  manner  of  the  Spec- 
tator, called  '  The  World,'  and  undertook  to  engage 
hi3  noble  and  learned  friends  as  occasional  assistants. 
Moore  accordingly  agreed  with  Dodsley  as  the  pub- 
lisher, and  had  not  written  many  numbers,  when  he 
received  papers  from  the  celebrated  Earl  of  Chester- 
field, Richard  Owen  Cambridge,  Esq.,  HoraceWalpole, 
afterwards  Earl  of  Orford,  Soame  Jenyns,  the  Earl  of 
Cork,  Earl  of  Bath,  Sir  David  Dalrymple,  afterwards 
Lord  Hailes,  Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Williams,  and  many 
other  persons  of  wit  and  taste.  '  The  World'  was  said 
to  be  •  the  bow  of  Ulysses,  in  which  it  was  the  fashion 
for  men  of  rank  and  genius  to  try  their  strength;'  and 
it  excited  the  public  attention  in  a  great  degree.  Mr. 
Moore  contributed  above  sixty  papers,  in  which  the 
lesser  follies  and  foibles  of  common  and  fashionable  life 
are  ridiculed  with  poignant  yet  delicate  satire. 

He  died  of  an  inflammation  on  his  lungs,  the  conse- 
quence of  a  fever  improperly  treated,  Feb.  28,  1757. 
It  is  rather  singular  that  this  event  took  place  just 
after  correcting  the  last  paper  of  the  octavo  edition  of 
*  The  World,'  which  contains  a  fictitious  account  of 
the  author. 

As  a  poet,  his  fame  rests  principally  on  his  '  Fables 
for  the  Female  Sex.'  The  sentiments  are  not  only 
calculated  to  the  best  moral  purposes,  but  are  elegantly 
expressed  in  harmonious  and  flowing  verse,  certainly 
not  inferior  in  this  respect  to  that  of  his  model,  Gay. 
He  appears  to  have  been  a  very  attentive  observer  of 
human  life,  and  an  acute  discerner  of  those  impro- 
prieties, which  are  slight  in  appearance,  but  have  a 
considerable  effect  on  domestic  as  well  as  individual 
happiness. 


INTRODUCTION. 

The  Shepherd  and  the  Philosopher. 

Remote  from  cities  liv'd  a  swain, 
Unvex'd  with  all  the  cares  of  gain; 
His  head  was  silver*  d  o'er  with  age, 
And  long  experience  made  him  sage; 
In  summer's  heat  and  winter's  cold, 
He  fed  his  flock  and  penn'd  the  fold; 
His  hours  in  cheerful  labour  flew, 
Nor  envy  nor  ambition  knew; 
His  wisdom  and  his  honest  fame 
Through  all  the  country  rais'd  his  name. 

A  deep  Philosopher  (whose  rules 
Of  moral  life  were  drawn  from  schools) 
The  Shepherd's  homely  cottage  sought, 
And  thus  explor'd  his  reach  of  thought : 

'  Whence  is  thy  learning?  Hath  thy  toil 
O'er  books  consum'd  the  midnight  oil? 
Hast  thou  old  Greece  and  Rome  survey'd, 
And  the  vast  sense  of  Plato  weigh'd? 
Hath  Socrates  thy  soul  refin'd, 
And  hast  thou  fathom'd  Tully's  mind? 
Or,  like  the  wise  Ulj-sses,  thrown 
By  various  fates  on  realms  unknown, 
Hast  thou  through  many  cities  stray'd, 
Their  customs,  laws,  and  manners  weigh'd?' 

The  Shepherd  modestly  reply'd, 
1 1  ne'er  the  paths  of  learning  try'd; 
Nor  have  I  roam'd  in  foreign  parts 
To  read  mankind,  their  laws,  and  arts; 
For  man  is  practis'd  in  disguise, 
He  cheats  the  most  discerning  eyes ; 
Who  by  that  search  shall  wiser  grow, 
When  we  ourselves  can  never  know  ? 
The  little  knowledge  I  have  gain'd, 
Was  all  from  simple  nature  drain'd; 
Hence  my  life's  maxims  took  their  rise ; 
Hence  grew  my  settled  hate  to  vice. 

'  The  daily  labours  of  the  bee 
Awake  my  soul  to  industry : 
B 
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Who  can  observe  the  careful  ant, 
And  not  provide  for  future  want? 
My  dog,  the  trustiest  of  his  kind, 
With  gratitude  inflames  my  mind; 
I  mark  his  true,  his  faithful  way, 
And  in  my  service  copy  Tray. 
In  constancy  and  nuptial  lore, 
I  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove. 
The  hen,  who  from  the  chilly  air, 
With  pious  wings  protects  her  care; 
And  ev'ry  fowl  that  flies  at  large, 
Instructs  me  in  a  parent's  charge. 

'  From  nature,  too,  I  take  my  rule, 
To  shun  contempt  and  ridicule. 
I  never  with  important  air 
In  conversation  overbear. 
Can  grave  and  formal  pass  for  wise, 
When  men  the  solemn  owl  despise  ? 
My  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein; 
For  who  talks  much,  must  talk  in  vain : 
We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly : 
Who  listens  to  the  chatt'ring  pie? 
Nor  would  I,  with  felonious  slight, 
By  stealth  invade  my  neighbour's  right. 
Rapacious  animals  we  hate : 
Kites,  hawks,  and  wolves  deserve  their  fate. 
Do  not  we  just  abhorrence  find 
Against  the  toad  and  serpent  kind? 
But  envy,  calumny,  and  spite, 
Bear  stronger  venom  in  their  bite. 
Thus  ev'ry  object  of  creation 
Can  furnish  hints  to  contemplation : 
And  from  the  most  minute  and  mean, 
A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean.' 

'  Thy  fame  is  just/  the  sage  replies, 
'Thy  virtue  proves  thee  truly  wise. 
Pride  often  guides  the  author's  pen, 
Books  as  affected  are  as  men ; 
But  he  who  studies  Nature's  laws, 
From  certain  truth  his  maxims  draws; 
And  those,  without  our  schools,  suffice 
To  make  men  moral,  good,  and  wise. 


FABLES. 

■     PART  I. 

To  His  Royal  Highness,  William,  Duke  of  Cumberland. 

FABLE  I. 

The  Lion,  Tiger,  and  Traveller. 

Accept,  young  Prince,  the  moral  lay, 
And  in  these  tales  mankind  survey; 
With  early  virtue  plant  your  breast, 
The  specious  arts  of  vice  detest. 

Princes,  like  beauties,  from  their  youth 
Are  strangers  to  the  voice  of  truth ; 
Learn  to  contemn  all  praise  betimes  ; 
For  flattery  's  the  nurse  of  crimes; 
Friendship  by  sweet  reproof  is  shewn 
(A  virtue  never  near  a  throne) ; 
In  courts  such  freedom  must  offend, 
There  none  presumes  to  be  a  friend. 
To  those  of  your  exalted  station 
Each  courtier  is  a  dedication. 
Must  I  too  flatter  like  the  rest, 
And  turn  my  morals  to  a  jest? 
The  Muse  disdains  to  steal  from  those 
Who  thrive  in  courts  by  fulsome  prose. 

But  shall  I  hide  your  real  praise, 
Or  tell  you  what  a  nation  says? 
They  in  your  infant  bosom  trace 
The  virtues  of  your  royal  race ; 
In  the  fair  dawning  of  your  mind 
Discern  you  gen'rous,  mild,  and  kind; 
They  see  you  grieve  to  hear  distress, 
And  pant  already  to  redress. 
Go  on !  the  height  of  good  attain, 
Nor  let  a  nation  hope  in  vain. 
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From  hence  we  justly  may  presage 

The  virtues  of  a  riper  age. 

True  courage  shall  your  bosom  fire, 

And  future  actions  own  your  sire. 

Cowards  are  cruel,  but  the  brave 

Love  mercy,  and  delight  to  save. 
A  Tiger  roaming  for  his  prey, 

Sprung  on  a  Trav'ller  in  the  way; 

The  prostrate  game  a  Lion  spies, 

And  on  the  greedy  tyrant  flies; 

With  mingled  roar  resounds  the  wood, 

Their  teeth,  their  claws  distil  with  blood; 

Till  vanquish'd  by  the  Lion's  strength, 

The  spotted  foe  extends  his  length. 

The  Man  besought  the  shaggy  lord, 

And  on  his  knees  for  life  implor'd. 

His  life  the  gen'rous  hero  gave; 

Together  walking  to  his  cave, 

The  Lion  thus  bespoke  his  guest: 

•  What  hardy  beast  shall  dare  contest 
My  matchless  strength?  You  saw  the  fight, 

And  must  attest  my  pow'r  and  right. 
Forc'd  to  forego  their  native  home, 
My  starving  slaves  at  distance  roam. 
Within  these  woods  T  reign  alone, 
The  boundless  forest  is  my  own. 
Bears,  wolves,  and  all  the  savage  brood, 
Have  dy'd  the  regal  den  with  blood ; 
These  carcasses  on  either  hand, 
Those  bones  that  whiten  all  the  land, 
My  former  deeds  and  triumphs  tell, 
Beneath  these  jaws  what  numbers  fell.' 

'  True  (says  the  Man),  the  strength  I  sav 
Might  well  the  brutal  nation  awe: 
But  shall  a  monarch,  brave  like  you, 
Place  glory  in  so  false  a  view  1 
Robbers  invade  their  neighbour's  right: 
Be  lov'd;  let  justice  bound  your  might. 
Mean  are  ambitious  heroes'  boasts 
Of  wasted  lands  and  slaughter'd  hosts. 
Pirates  their  power  by  murders  gain, 
Wise  kings  by  love  and  mercy  reign. 
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To  me  your  clemency  hath  shewn 
The  virtue  worthy  of  a  throne, 
Heav'n  gives  you  pow'r  above  the  rest, 
Like  Heav'n  to  succour  the  distress'd.' 

'  The  case  is  plain,'  the  Monarch  said ; 
*  False  glory  hath  my  youth  misled ; 
For  beasts  of  prey,  a  servile  train, 
Have  been  the  flatt'rers  of  my  reign. 
You  reason  well.     Yet  tell  me,  friend, 
Did  ever  you  in  courts  attend? 
For  all  my  fawning  rogues  agree 
That  human  heroes  rule  like  me.' 

FABLE  II. 

The  Spaniel  and  the  Chameleon. 

A  Spaniel,  bred  with  all  the  care 
That  waits  upon  a  fav'rite  heir, 
Ne'er  felt  Correction's  rigid  hand : 
Indulg'd  to  disobey  command, 
In  pamper'd  ease  his  hours  were  spent; 
He  never  knew  what  learning  meant. 
Such  forward  airs,  so  pert,  so  smart, 
Were  sure  to  win  his  lady's  heart ; 
Each  little  mischief  gain'd  him  praise — 
How  pretty  were  his  fawning  ways ! 

The  wind  was  south,  the  morning  fair, 
He  ventures  forth  to  take  the  air, 
He  ranges  all  the  meadow  round, 
And  rolls  upon  the  softest  ground: 
When  near  him  a  Chameleon  seen, 
Was  scarce  distinguish'd  from  the  green : 

'  Dear  emblem  of  the  flatt'ring  host, 
What,  lire  with  clowns  !  a  genius  lost! 
To  cities  and  the  court  repair ; 
A  fortune  cannot  fail  thee  there  : 
Preferment  shall  thy  talents  crown, 
Believe  me,  friend,  I  know  the  town.'. 

'  Sir,'  says  the  Sycophant, '  like  you, 
Of  old,  politer  life  I  knew : 
Like  you,  a  courtier  born  and  bred, 
Kings  lean'd  their  ear  to  what  I  said. 
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My  whisper  always  met  success ; 
The  Ladies  prais'd  me  for  address. 
I  knew  to  hit  each  courtier's  passion, 
And  flatter'd  every  vice  in  fashion. 
But  Jove,  who  hates  the  liar's  ways, 
At  once  cut  short  my  prosp'rous  days, 
And  sentenc'd  to  retain  my  nature, 
Transform'd  me  to  this  crawling  creature. 
Doom'd  to  a  life  obscure  and  mean, 
I  wander  in  the  sylvan  scene. 
For  Jove  the  heart  alone  regards; 
He  punishes  what  man  rewards. 
How  diflPrent  is  thy  case  and  mine! 
With  men  at  least  you  sup  and  dine; 
While  I,  condemn'd  to  thinnest  fare, 
Like  those  I  flatter'd,  feed  on  air.' 

FABLE  III. 

The  Mother,  the  Nurse,  and  the  Fairy. 

1  Give  me  a  son !' — The  blessing  sent, 
Were  ever  parents  more  content? 
How  partial  are  their  doting  eyes! 
No  child  is  half  so  fair  and  wise. 

Wak'd  to  the  morning's  pleasing  care, 
The  mother  rose,  and  sought  her  heir. 
She  saw  the  Nurse,  like  one  possess'd, 
With  wringing  hands  and  sobbing  breast. 

'  Sure  some  disaster  has  befel: 
Speak,  Nurse!  I  hope  the  boy  is  well?' 

'  Dear  Madam,  think  not  me  to  blame; 
Invisible  the  Fairy  came: 
Your  precious  babe  is  hence  convey'd, 
And  in  the  place  a  changeling  laid. 
Where  are  the  father's  mouth  and  nose, 
The  mother's  eyes  as  black  as  sloes? 
See  here,  a  shocking  awkward  creature, 
That  speaks  a  fotfl  in  ev'ry  feature !' 
'The  woman's  blind!'  the  Mother  cries; 
'  I  see  wit  sparkle  in  his  eyes.' 
'  Lord,  Madam !  what  a  squinting  leer ! 
No  doubt  the  Fairy  hath  been  here.' 
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Just  as  she  spoke,  a  pigmy  Sprite 
Pops  through  the  key-hole  swift  as  light ; 
Perch'd  on  the  cradle's  top  she  stands, 
And  thus  her  folly  reprimands : 

'  Whence  sprung  the  vain-conceited  lie, 
That  we  the  world  with  fools  supply  1 
What !  gire  our  sprightly  race  away, 
For  the  dull  helpless  sons  of  clay ! 
Besides,  by  partial  fondness  shewn, 
Like  you  we  dote  upon  our  own. 
Where  yet  was  ever  found  a  mother 
Who'd  give  her  booby  for  another  1 
And  should  we  change  with  human  breed. 
Well  might  we  pass  for  fools  indeed.' 

FABLE  IV. 

The  Eagle,  and  the  Assembly  of  Animals. 

As  Jupiter's  all-seeing  eye 
Survey'd  the  worlds  beneath  the  sky, 
From  this  small  speck  of  earth  were  sent 
Murmurs  and  sounds  of  discontent; 
For  ev'ry  thing  alive  complain'd 
That  he  the  hardest  life  sustain'd. 
Jove  calls  his  Eagle.    At  the  word 
Before  him  stands  the  royal  bird. 
The  bird,  obedient,  from  heav'n's  height, 
Downward  directs  his  rapid  flight; 
Then  cited  ev'ry  living  thing, 
To  hear  the  mandates  of  his  king. 

'  Ungrateful  creatures  !  whence  arise 
These  murmurs  which  offend  the  skies  ? 
Why  this  disorder  1  say  the  cause ;  * 

For  just  are  Jove's  eternal  laws. 
Let  each  his  discontent  reveal ; 
To  yon  sour  Dog  I  first  appeal.' 

'  Hard  is  my  lot,'  the  Hound  replies, 
'  On  what  fleet  nerves  the  Greyhound  flies! 
While  T,  with  weary  step  and  slow, 
O'er  plains,  and  vales,  and  mountains,  go. 
The  morning  sees  my  chase  begun, 
Nor  ends  it  till  the  setting  sun.' 


'--•"* 
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{  When  (says  the  Greyhound),  I  pursue, 
My  game  is  lost,  or  caught  in  view ; 
Beyond  my  sight  the  prey  'a  secure  : 
The  Hound  is  slow,  but  always  sure. 
And  had  I  his  sagacious  scent, 
Jove  ne'er  had  heard  my  discontent.' 

The  Lion  crav'd  the  Fox's  art: 
The  Fox  the  Lion's  force  and  heart. 
The  Cock  implor'd  the  Pigeon's  flight, 
Whose  wings  were  rapid,  strong,  and  light: 
The  Pigeon  strength  of  wing  despis'd, 
And  the  Cock's  matchless  valour  priz'd  : 
The  Fishes  wish'd  to  craze  the  plain ; 
The  Beasts  to  skim  beneath  the  main. 
Thus,  envious  of  another's  state, 
Each  blam'd  the  partial  hand  of  Fate. 

The  Bird  of  Heav'n  then  cried  aloud, 
'  Jove  bids  disperse  the  murm'ring  crowd  ; 
The  god  rejects  your  idle  prayers. 
Would  ye,  rebellious  mutineers, 
Entirely  change  yoirr  name  and  nature, 
And  be  the  very  envied  creature  1 
What,  silent  all,  and  none  consent  ? 
Be  happy  then,  and  learn  content ! 
Nor  imitate  the  restless  mind, 
And  proud  ambition  of  mankind.' 

FABLE  V. 

The  Wild  Boar  and  the  Ram. 

Against  an  elm  a  sheep  was  tied, 
The  butcher's  knife  in  blood  was  died : 
The  patient  flock,  in  silent  fright, 
From  far  beheld  the  horrid  sight. 
A  savage  Boar,  who  near  them  stood, 
Thus  mock'd  to  scorn  the  fleecy  brood: 

'  All  cowards  should  be  serv'd  like  you: 
See,  see!  your  murd'rer  is  in  view; 
With  purple  hands,  and  reeking  knife, 
He  strips  the  skin  yet  warm  with  life  : 
Your  quarter'd  sires,  your  bleeding  dams, 
The  dying  bleat  of  harmless  lambs, 
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Call  for  revenge.     0  stupid  race! 
The  heart  that  wants  revenge  is  base.' 

1  I  grant/  an  ancient  Ram  replies, 
•  We  bear  no  terror  in  our  eyes; 
Yet  think  us  not  of  soul  so  tame, 
Which  no  repeated  wrongs  inflame; 
Insensible  of  ev'ry  ill, 
Because  we  want  thy  tusks  to  kill. 
Know,  those  who  violence  pursue 
Give  to  themselves  the  vengeance  due; 
For  in  these  massacres  they  find 
The  two  chief  plagues  that  waste  mankind. 
Our  skin  supplies  the  wrangling  bar, 
It  wakes  their  slumbering  sons  to  war; 
And  well  revenge  may  rest  contented, 
Since  drums  and  parchment  were  invented.' 

FABLE  VI. 

The  Miser  and  Plutus. 

The  wind  was  high,  the  window  shakes, 
With  sudden  start  the  Miser  wakes; 
Along  the  silent  room  he  stalks; 
Looks  back,  and  trembles  as  he  walks; 
Each  lock  and  ev'ry  bolt  he  tries, 
In  ev'ry  creek  and  corner  pries. 
Then  opes  the  chest  with  treasure  stor'd, 
And  stands  in  rapture  o'er  his  hoard. 
But  now,  with  sudden  qualms  possess'd, 
He  wrings  his  hands,  he  beats  his  breast. 
By  conscience  stung,  he  wildly  stares; 
And  thus  his  guilty  soul  declares : 

■  Had  the  deep  earth  her  stores  confin'd, 
This  heart  had  known  sweet  peace  of  mind. 
But  virtue 's sold.    Good  gods!  what  price 
Can  recompense  the  pangs  of  vice! 
O  bane  of  good!  seducing  cheat! 
Can  man,  weak  man,  thy  power  defeat? 
Gold  banish'd  honour  from  the  mind, 
And  only  left  the  name  behind ; 
Geld  sow'd  the  world  with  ev'ry  ill ; 
Gold  taught  the  murd'rer's  sword  to  kill ;  • 
B  2 
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'Twas  gold  instructed  coward  hearte 
In  treach'ry's  more  pernicious  arts. 
Who  can  recount  the  mischiefs  o'er ! 
Virtue  resides  on  earth  no  more !' 

He  spoke,  and  sigh'd.     In  angry  mood, 
Plutus,  his  god,  before  him  stood. 
The  Miser,  trembling,  lock'd  his  chest: 
The  Vision  frown 'd,  and  thus  address'd: 

*  Whence  is  this  vile  ungrateful  rant, 
Each  sordid  rascal's  daily  cant? 
Did  I,  base  wretch,  corrupt  mankind? 
The  fault's  in  thy  rapacious  mind. 
Because  my  blessings  are  abus'd, 
Must  I  be  censur'd,  curs'd,  accus'd? 
Ev'n  virtue's  self  by  knaves  is  made 
A  cloak  to  carry  on  the  trade; 
And  pow'r  (when  lodg'd  in  their  possession) 
Grows  tyranny  and  rank  oppression. 
Thus,  when  the  villain  crams  his  chest, 
Gold  is  the  canker  of  the  breast; 
'Tis  avarice,  insolence,  and  pride, 
And  ev'ry  shocking  vice  beside ; 
But  when  to  virtuous  hands  'tis  giv*n, 
It  blesses,  like  the  dews  of  heav'n  : 
Like  heav'n,  it  hears  the  orphan's  cries, 
And  wipes  the  tears  from  widows'  eyes : 
Their  crimes  on  gold  shall  misers  lay, 
Who  pawn'd  their  sordid  souls  for  pay? 
Let  bravoes  then,  when  blood  is  spilt, 
Upbraid  the  passive  sword  with  guilt.' 

FABLE  VII. 

The  Lion,  the  Fox,  and  the  Geese. 

A  Lion,  tir'd  with  state  affairs, 

Quite  sick  of  pomp,  and  worn  with  cares, 

Resolv'd,  remote  from  noise  and  strife, 

In  peace  to  pas3  his  latter  life. 

It  was  proclaim'd  ;  the  day  was  set : 

Behold  the  gen'ral  council  met. 

The  Fox  was  viceroy  nam'd.     The  crowd 

To  the  new  regent  humbly  bow'd. 
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Wolves,  bears,  and  mighty  tigers  bend, 
And  strive  who  most  should  condescend. 
He  straight  assumes  a  solemn  grace, 
Collects  his  wisdom  in  his  face. 
The  crowd  admire  his  wit,  his  sense : 
Each  word  hath  weight  and  consequence. 
The  flatt'rer  all  his  art  displays  : 
He  who  hath  power  is  sure  of  praise. 
A  Fox  stept  forth  before  the  rest, 
And  thus  the  servile  throng  address'd: 

•  How  vast  his  talents,  born  to  rule, 
And  train'd  in  Virtue's  honest  school  I 
What  clemency  his  temper  sways! 
How  uncorrupt  are  all  his  ways  ! 
Beneath  his  conduct  and  command, 
Rapine  shall  cease  to  waste  the  land. 
His  brain  hath  stratagem  and  art; 
Prudence  and  mercy  rule  his  heart; 
What  blessings  must  attend  the  nation 
Under  this  good  administration  !' 

He  said.     A  Goose,  who  distant  stood, 
Harangu'd  apart  the  cackling  brood : 

1  Whene'er  I  hear  a  knave  commend, 
He  bids  me  shun  his  worthy  friend. 
What  praise!  what  mighty  commendation ! 
But  'twas  a  Fox  who  spoke  th'  oration. 
Foxes  this  government  may  prize, 
As  gentle,  plentiful,  and  wise  ; 
If  they  enjoy  the  sweets,  'tis  plain 
We  Geese  must  feel  a  tyrant  reign. 
What  havoc  now  shall  thin  our  race, 
When  ev'ry  petty  clerk  in  place, 
To  prove  his  taste  and  seem  polite, 
Will  feed  on  Geese  both  noon  and  night!' 

FABLE  VIII. 

The  Lady  and  the  Wasp. 

What  whispers  must  the  beauty  bear! 
What  hourly  nonsense  haunts  her  ear! 
Where'er  her  eyes  dispense  their  charms, 
Impertinence  around  her  swarms. 
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Did  hot  the  tender  nonsense  strike, 

Contempt  and  scorn  might  look  dislike; 

Forbidding  airs  might  thin  the  place, 

The  slightest  flap  a  fly  can  chase. 

But  who  can  drive  the  num'rous  breed? 

Chase  one,  another  will  succeed. 

Who  knows  a  fool,  must  know  his  brother; 

One  fop  will  recommend  another: 

And  with  this  plague  she's  rightly  curs'd, 

Because  she  listen'd  to  the  first. 

As  Doris,  at  her  toilet's  duty, 
Sat  meditating  on  her  beauty, 
She  now  was  pensive,  now  was  gay, 
And  loll'd  the  sultry  hours  away. 

As  thus  in  indolence  she  lies, 
A  giddy  Wasp  around  her  flies; 
He  now  advances,  now  retires, 
Now  to  her  neck  and  cheek  aspires. 
Her  fan  in  vain  defends  her  charms; 
Swift  he  returns,  again  alarms ; 
For  by  repulse  he  bolder  grew, 
Perch'd  on  her  lip,  and  sipp'd  the  dew. 

She  frowns,  she  frets,  '  Good  gods!'  she  cries, 
•  Protect  me  from  these  teasing  flies : 
Of  all  the  plagues  that  Heaven  hath  sent, 
A  Wasp  is  most  impertinent.' 

The  hov'ring  insect  thus  complain'd : 
'  Am  I  then  slighted,  scorn'd,  disdain'd? 
Can  such  offence  your  anger  wake ; 
'Twas  beauty  caus'd  the  bold  mistake; 
Those  cherry  lips  that  breathe  perfume, 
That  cheek  so  ripe  with  youthful  bloom, 
Made  me  with  strong  desire  pursue 
The  fairest  peach  that  ever  grew.' 

'  Strike  him  not,  Jenny,'  Doris  cries, 
'  Nor  murder  wasps  like  vulgar  flies : 
For  though  he's  free,  to  do  him  right, 
The  creature's  civil  and  polite.' 

In  ecstacies  away  he  posts! 
Where'er  he  came,  the  favour  boasts ; 
Brags  how  her  sweetest  tea  he  sips, 
And  shews  the  sugar  on  his  lips. 
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The  hint  alarm'd  the  forward  crew: 
Sure  of  success,  away  they  flew. 
They  share  the  dainties  of  the  day, 
Round  her  with  airy  music  play ; 
And  now  they  flutter,  now  they  rest, 
Now  soar  again,  and  skim  her  breast. 
Nor  were  they  banish'd,  till  she  found 
That  Wasps  have  stings,  and  felt  the  wound. 

FABLE  IX. 

The  Bull  and  the  Mastiff. 

Seek  you  to  train  your  fav'rite  boy, 
Each  caution,  ev'ry  care  employ; 
And  ere  you  venture  to  confide, 
Let  his  preceptor's  heart  be  tried ; 
Weigh  well  his  manners,  life,  and  scope ; 
On  these  depend  thy  future  hope. 

As  on  a  time,  in  peaceful  reign, 
A  Bull  enjoy'd  the  fiow'ry  plain, 
A  Mastiff  pass'd  :  inflam'd  with  ire, 
His  eye-balls  shot  indignant  fire ; 
He  foam'd,  he  rag'd  with  thirst  of  blood : 
Spurning  the  ground  the  monarch  stood, 
And  roar'd  aloud, '  Suspend  the  fight : 
In  a  whole  skin  go  sleep  to-night: 
Or  tell  me,  ere  the  battle  rage, 
What  wrongs  provoke  thee  to  engage  1 
Is  it  ambition  fires  thy  breast, 
Or  avarice  that  ne'er  can  rest? 
From  these  alone  unjustly  springs 
The  world-destroying  wrath  of  kings.' 

The  surly  Mastiff  thus  returns: 
*  Within  my  bosom  glory  burns: 
Like  heroes  of  eternal  name, 
Whom  poets  sing,  I  fight  for  fame. 
The  butcher's  spirit-stirring  mind 
To  daily  war  my  youth  inclin'd ; 
He  train'd  me  to  heroic  deed, 
Taught  me  to  conquer  or  to  bleed.' 

•  Curs'd  dog!'  the  Bull  replied,  •  no  more 
I  wonder  at  thy  thirst  of  gore ; 
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For  thou  (beneath  a  butcher  train'd, 
Whose  hands  with  cruelty  are  stain'd, 
His  daily  murders  in  thy  view) 
Must,  like  thy  tutor,  blood  pursue. 
Take  then  thy  fate/    With  goring  wound. 
At  once  he  lifts  him  from  the  ground, 
Aloft  the  sprawling  hero  flies, 
Mangled  he  falls,  he  howls,  and  dies. 

FABLE  X. 

The  Elephant  and  the  Bookseller. 
The  man  who  with  undaunted  toils 
Sails  unknown  seas  to  unknown  soils, 
With  various  wonders  feasts  his  sight: 
What  stranger  wonders  does  he  write ! 
We  read,  and,  in  description,  view 
Creatures  which  Adam  never  knew  : 
For  when  we  risk  no  contradiction, 
It  prompts  the  tongue  to  deal  in  fiction. 
Those  things  that  startle  me  or  you, 
I  grant  are  strange ;  yet  may  be  true. 
Who  doubts  that  Elephants  are  found, 
For  science  and  for  sense  renown'd? 
Borri  records  their  strength  of  parts, 
Extent  of  thought,  and  skill  in  arts; 
How  they  perform  the  law's  decrees, 
And  save  the  state  the  hangman's  fees, 
And  how  by  travel  understand 
The  language  of  another  land. 
Let  those  who  question  this  report, 
To  Pliny's  ancient  page  resort. 
How^earn'd  was  that  sagacious  breed! 
Who  now,  like  them,  the  Greek  can  read  ? 

As  one  of  these,  in  days  of  yore, 
Rummag'd  a  shop  of  learning  o'er; 
Not,  like  our  modern  dealers,  minding 
Only  the  margin's  breadth  and  binding; 
A  book  his  curious  eye  detains, 
Where  with  exactest  care  and  pains, 
Were  ev'ry  beast  and  bird  pourtray'd, 
That  e'er  the  search  of  man  survey'd; 
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Their  natures  and  their  powers  were  writ, 
With  all  the  pride  of  human  wit, 
The  page  he  with  attention  spread, 
And  thus  remark'd  on  what  he  read : 

'  Man  with  strong  reason  is  endow'd, 
A  beast  scarce  instinct  is  allow'd : 
But  let  this  author's  worth  be  try'd, 
'Tis  plain  that  neither  was  his  guide. 
Can  he  discern  the  dilTrent  natures, 
And  weigh  the  pow'r  of  other  creatures. 
Who  by  the  partial  work  hath  shewn 
He  knows  so  little  of  his  own? 
How  falsely  is  the  spaniel  drawn  ? 
Did  man  from  him  first  learn  to  fawn  1 
A  dog  proficient  in  the  trade ! 
He  the  chief  flatt'rer  Nature  made ! 
Go,  man !    the  ways  of  courts  discern, 
You'll  find  a  spaniel  still  might  learn. 
How  can  the  fox's  theft  and  plunder 
Provoke  his  censure  or  his  wonder? 
From  courtiers'  tricks,  and  lawyers'  arts, 
The  fox  might  well  improve  his  parts. 
The  lion,  wolf,  and  tiger's  brood, 
He  curses  for  their  thirst  of  blood  ; 
But  is  not  man  to  man  a  prey  1 
Beasts  kill  for  hunger,  men  for  pay.' 

The  Bookseller  who  heard  him  speak, 
And  saw  him  turn  a  page  of  Greek, 
Thought, '  What  a  genius  have  I  found  !' 
Then  thus  address'd  with  bow  profound  : 

'  Learn'd  Sir,  if  you'd  employ  your  pen 
Against  the  senseless  son3  of  men, 
Or  write  the  history  of  Siam,  ^ 

No  man  is  better  pay  than  I  am  : 
Or,  since  you're  learn'd  in  Greek,  let's  see 
Something  against  the  Trinity.' 

When  wrinkling  with  a  sneer  his  trunk, 
'  Friend,'  quoth  the  Elephant,  'you're  drunk  : 
E'en  keep  your  money,  and  be  wise: 
Leave  man  on  man  to  criticise ; 
For  that  you  ne'er  can  want  a  pen 
Among  the  senseless  sons  of  men. 
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They  unprovok'd  will  court  the  fray 
Envy's  a  sharper  spur  than  pay. 
No  author  ever  spar'd  a  brother; 
Wits  are  game-cocks  to  one  another.' 


FABLE  XI. 

The  Peacock,  Turkey,  and  Goose. 
In  beauty  faults  conspicuous  grow; 
The  smallest  speck  is  seen  on  snow. 

As  near  a  barn,  by  hunger  led, 
A  Peacock  with  the  poultry  fed, 
All  view'd  him  with  an  envious  eye, 
And  mock'd  his  gaudy  pageantry. 
He,  conscious  of  superior  merit, 
Contemns  their  base  reviling  spirit ; 
His  state  and  dignity  assumes, 
And  to  the  sun  displays  his  plumes ; 
Which,  like  the  heav'n's  o'er-arching  skies, 
Are  spangled  with  a  thousand  eyes. 
The  circling  rays,  and  varied  light, 
At  once  confound  their  dazzled  sight 
On  ev'ry  tongue  detraction  burns, 
And  malice  prompts  their  spleen  by  turns. 

'Mark,  with  what  insolence  and  pride, 
The  creature  takes  his  haughty  stride,' 
The  Turkey  cries.    '  Can  spleen  contain  ? 
Sure  never  bird  was  half  so  vain! 
But  were  intrinsic  merit  seen, 
We  Turkeys  have  the  whiter  skin.' 

From  tongue  to  tongue  they  caught  abuse ; 
And  next  was  heard  the  hissing  Goose. 
'  Wt^t  hideous  legs!  what  filthy  claws! 
I  scorn  to  censure  little  flaws. 
Then  what  a  horrid  squalling  throat! 
E'en  owls  are  frighted  at  the  note.' 

'  True:  those  are  faults,'  the  Peacock  cries; 
'  My  scream,  my  shanks  you  may  despise: 
But  such  blind  critics  rail  in  vain; 
What,  overlook  my  radiant  train? 
Know,  did  my  legs  (your  scorn  and  sport) 
The  Turkey  or  the  Goose  support, 
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And  did  ye  scream  with  harsher  sound, 
Those  faults  in  you  had  ne'er  been  found ; 
To  all  apparent  beauties  blind, 
Each  blemish  strikes  an  en-vious  mind.' 

Thus  in  assemblies  have  I  seen 
A  nymph  of  brightest  charms  and  mien, 
Wake  envy  in  each  ugly  face ; 
And  buzzing  scandal  iills  the  place. 

FABLE  XII. 

Cupid,  Hymen,  and  Plutus. 
As  Cupid  in  Cjthera's  grove 
Employ'd  the  lesser  powers  of  love  ; 
Some  shape  the  bow  or  fit  the  string ; 
Some  give  the  taper  shaft  its  wing, 
Or  turn  the  polish'd  quiver's  mould, 
Or  head  the  darts  with  temper'd  gold. 

Amidst  their  toil  and  various  care, 
Thus  Hymen,  with  assuming  air, 
Address'd  the  god:  '  Thou  purblind  chit, 
Of  awkward  and  ill-judging  wit, 
If  matches  are  not  better  made, 
At  once  I  must  forswear  my  trade. 
You  send  me  such  ill  coupled  folks, 
That  'tis  a  shame  to  sell  them  yokes. 
They  squabble  for  a  pin,  a  feather, 
And  wonder  how  they  came  together. 
The  husband's  sullen,  dogged,  shy, 
The  wife  grows  flippant  in  reply: 
He  loves  command,  and  due  restriction, 
And  she  as  well  likes  contradiction  : 
She  never  slavishly  submits : 
She'll  have  her  will,  or  have  her  fits. 
He  this  way  tugs,  she  t'other  draws  ; 
The  man  grows  jealous,  and  with  cause. 
Nothing  can  save  him  but  divorce ; 
And  here  the  wife  complies  of  course.* 

'  When,'  says  the  boy,  ■  had  I  to  do. 
With  either  your  affairs  or  you  ? 
I  never  idly  spend  my  darts; 
You  trade  in  mercenary  hearts. 
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For  settlements  the  lawyer 's  fee'd ; 
Is  my  hand  witness  to  the  deed? 
If  they  like  dog  and  cat  agree, 
Go  rail  at  Plutus,  not  at  me.' 

Plutus  appear'd,  and  said, '  'Tis  true, 
In  marriage  gold  is  all  their  view : 
They  seek  not  beauty,  wit,  or  sense  ; 
And  love  is  seldom  the  pretence. 
All  offer  incense  at  my  shrine, 
And  I  alone  the  bargain  sign. 
How  can  Belinda  blame  her  fate  ? 
She  only  ask'd  a  great  estate. 
Doris  was  rich  enough,  'tis  true; 
Her  lord  mvtst  give  her  title  too : 
And  ev'ry  man,  or  rich  or  poor, 
A  fortune  asks,  and  asks  no  more/ 

Av'rice,  whatever  shape  it  bears, 
Must  still  be  coupled  with  its  cares. 

FABLE    XIII. 

The  tame  Stag. 
As  a  young  Stag  the  thicket  pass'd, 
The  branches  held  his  antlers  fast ; 
A  clown  who  saw  the  captive  hung, 
Across  the  horns  his  halter  flung. 

Now  safely  hamper'd  in  the  cord, 
He  bore  the  present  to  his  lord. 
His  lord  was  pleas'd;  as  was  the  clown, 
When  he  was  tipp'd  with  half-a-crown . 
The  Stag  was  brought  before  his  wife  ; 
The  tender  lady  begg'd  his  life. 
•  How  sleek 's  the  skin!  how  speck'd  like  ermine 
Sure  never  creature  was  so  charming!' 

At  first  within  the  yard  confin'd, 
He  flies  and  hides  from  all  mankind! 
Now  bolder  grown,  with  fix'd  amaze 
And  distant  awe  presumes  to  gaze; 
Munches  the  linen  on  the  lines, 
And  on  a  hood  or  apron  dines; 
He  steals  my  little  master's  bread, 
Follows  the  servants  to  be  fed : 
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Nearer  and  nearer  now  he  stands, 
To  feel  the  praise  of  patting  hands ; 
Examines  ev'ry  fist  for  meat, 
And  though  repuls'd,  disdains  retreat ; 
Attacks  again  with  level!' d  horns ; 
And  man,  that  was  his  terror,  scorns. 

Such  is  the  country  maiden's  fright, 
When  first  a  red-coat  is  in  sight ; 
Behind  the  door  she  hides  her  face ; 
Next  time  at  distance  eyes  the  lace. 
She  now  can  all  his  terrors  stand, 
Nor  from  his  squeeze  withdraws  her  hand. 
She  plays  familiar  in  his  arms, 
And  ev'ry  soldier  hath  his  charms. 
From  tent  to  tent  she  spreads  her  flame ; 
For  custom  conquers  fear  and  shame. 

FABLE  XIV. 

TJie  Monkey  ivho  had  seen  the  World. 
A  Monkey,  to  reform  the  times, 
Resolv'd  to  visit  foreign  climes : 
For  men  in  distant  regions  roam 
To  hring  politer  manners  home. 
So  forth  he  fares,  all  toil  defies: 
Misfortune  serves  to  make  us  wise. 

At  length  the  treach'rous  snare  was  laid, 
Poor  Pug  was  caught,  to  town  convey'd, 
There  sold.    (How  envy'd  was  his  doom, 
Made  captive  in  a  lady's  room !) 
Proud  as  a  lover  of  his  chains, 
He  day  by  day  her  favour  gains. 
Whene'er  the  duty  of  the  day 
The  toilet  calls ;  with  mimic  play 
He  twirls  her  knots,  he  cracks  her  fan, 
Like  any  other  gentleman. 
In  visits  too  his  parts  and  wit, 
When  jests  grew  dull,  were  sure  to  hit. 
Proud  with  applause,  he  thought  his  mind 
In  ev'ry  courtly  artrefin'd: 
Like  Orpheus  burnt  with  public  zeal, 
To  civilize  the  monkey  weal: 
So  watch'd  occasion,  broke  his  chain, 
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And  sought  his  native  woods  again. 
The  hairy  sylvans  round  him  press, 
Astonish'd  at  his  strut  and  dress, 
Some  praise  his  sleeve ;  and  others  glote 
Upon  his  rich  embroider 'd  coat ; 
His  dapper  periwig  commending, 
With  the  black  tail  behind  depending; 
His  powder'd  back,  above,  below, 
Like  hoary  frosts,  or  fleecy  snow  ; 
But  all  with  envy  and  desire, 
Hisflutt'ring  shoulder-knot  admire. 

'  Hear  and  improve,'  he  pertly  cries ; 
'  I  come  to  make  a  nation  wise. 
Weigh  your  own  worth  ;  support  your  place. 
The  next  in  rank  to  human  race. 
In  cities  long  I  pass'd  my  days, 
Convers'd  with  men,  and  leara'd  their  ways, 
Their  dress,  their  courtly  manners  see; 
Reform  your  state  and  copy  me. 
Seek  ye  to  thrive?  in  flatt'ry  deal; 
Your  scorn,  your  hate,  with  that  conceal. 
Seem  only  to  regard  your  friends, 
But  use  them  for  your  private  ends. 
Stint  not  to  truth  the  flow  of  wit; 
Be  prompt  to  lie  whene'er  'tis  fit. 
Bend  all  your  force  to  spatter  merit ; 
Scandal  is  conversation's  spirit. 
Buldly  to  ev'ry  thing  pretend, 
A.nd  men  your  talents  shall  commend. 
I  knew  the  great.    Observe  me  right ; 
So  shall  you  grow  like  man  polite.' 

He  spoke,  and  bow'd.    With  mutt'ring  jaws 
The  wond'ring  circle  grinn'd  applause. 
Now,  warm'd  with  malice,  envy,  spite, 
Their  most  obliging  friends  they  bite  : 
And  fond  to  copy  human  ways, 
Practise  new  mischiefs  all  their  days. 

Thus  the  dull  lad,  too  tall  for  school, 
With  travel  finishes  the  fool ; 
Studious  of  ev'ry  coxcomb's  airs, 
He  drinks,  games,  dresses,  whores,  and  swears: 
0'erlook3  with  scorn  all  virtuous  arts, 
For  vice  is  fitted  to  his  parts. 
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FABLE  XV. 

The  Philosopher  and  the  Pheasants. 
The  sage,  awak'd  at  early  day, 
Through  the  deep  forest  took  his  way; 
Drawn  hy  the  music  of  the  groves, 
Along  the  windiug  gloom  he  roves: 
From  tree  to  tree  the  warbling  throats 
Prolong  the  sweet  alternate  notes ; 
But  where  he  pass'd  he  terror  threw, 
The  song  broke  short,  the  warblers  flew  ; 
The  thrushes  chutter'd  with  affright, 
And  nightingales  abhorr'd  his  sight ; 
All  animals  before  him  ran , 
To  shun  the  hateful  sight  of  man. 

*  Whence  is  this  dread  of  every  creature  I 
Fly  they  our  figure  or  our  nature?' 

As  thus  he  walk'd  in  musing  thought, 
His  ear  imperfect  accents  caught; 
With  cautious  step  he  nearer  drew, 
By  the  thick  shade  conceal'd  from  view 
High  on  the  branch  a  Pheasant  stood ; 
Around  her  all  her  listening  brood; 
Proud  of  the  blessings  of  her  nest, 
She  thus  a  mother's  care  express'd : 

*  No  dangers  here  shall  circumvent; 
Within  the  woods  enjoy  content. 
Sooner  the  hawk  or  vulture  trust 
Than  man ;  of  animals  the  worst. 
In  him  ingratitude  you  find, 
A  vice  peculiar  to  the  kind. 
The  sheep,  whose  annual  fleece  is  dy'd 
To  guard  his  health,  and  serve  his  pride, 
Forc'd  from  his  fold  and  native  plain, 
Is  in  the  cruel  shambles  slain. 
The  swarms,  who,  with  industrious  skill, 
His  hives  with  wax  and  honey  fill, 
In  vain  whole  summer-days  employ'd, 
Their  stores  are  sold,  their  race  destroy'd. 
What  tribute  from  the  goose  is  paid  ? 
Does  not  her  wing  all  science  aid  ? 
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Does  it  not  lovers'  hearts  explain, 
And  drudge  to  raise  the  merchant's  gain? 
What  now  rewards  this  general  use  1 
He  takes  the  quills,  and  eats  the  goose. 
Man  then  avoid,  detest  his  ways ; 
So  safety  shall  prolong  your  days. 
When  services  are  thus  acquitted, 
Be  sure  we  Pheasants  must  be  spitted.' 

FABLE  XVI. 
The  Pin  and  the  Needle. 
A  pin,  who  long  had  serv'd  a  beauty, 
Proficient  in  the  toilet's  duty, 
Had  form'd  her  sleeve,  confin'd  her  hair, 
Or  giv'n  her  knot  a  smarter  air, 
Now  nearest  to  her  heart  was  plac'd, 
Now  in  her  mantua's  tail  disgrac'd : 
But  could  she  partial  Fortune  blame 
Who  saw  her  lovers  serv'd  the  same  ? 

At  length  from  all  her  honours  cast, 
Through  various  turns  of  life  she  pass'd ; 
Now  glitter'd  on  a  tailor's  arm  : 
Now  kept  a  beggar's  infant  warm  ; 
Now,  rang'd  within  a  miser's  coat, 
Contributes  to  his  yearly  groat : 
Now,  rais'd  again  from  low  approach, 
She  visits  in  the  doctor's  coach ; 
Here,  there,  by  various  fortune  toss'd, 
At  last  in  Gresham  Hall  was  lost. 
Charm'd  with  the  wonders  of  the  show, 
On  ev'ry  side,  above,  below, 
She  now  of  this,  or  that  inquires, 
What  least  was  understood  admires. 
'Tis  plain,  each  thing  so  struck  her  mind, 
Her  head's  of  virtuoso  kind. 

'  And  pray  what's  this,  and  this,  dear  sir  V 
1 A  Needle,'  says  th'  interpreter. 
She  knew  the  name.    And  thus  the  fool 
Address'd  her  as  a  tailor's  tool : 

'  A  needle  with  that  filthy  stone, 
Quite  idle,  all  with  rust  o'ergrown ! 
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You  better  might  employ  your  parts, 
And  aid  the  sempstress  in  her  arts. 
But  tell  me  how  the  friendship  grew, 
Between  that  paltry  flint  and  you?' 

•  Friend,'  says  the  Needle,  •  cease  to  blame; 
I  follow  real  worth  and  fame. 
Know'st  thou  the  loadstone's  pow'r  and  art, 
That  virtue  virtues  can  impart  1 
Of  all  his  talents  I  partake, 
Who  then  can  such  a  friend  forsake  ? 
'Tis  I  direct  the  pilot's  hand 
To  shun  the  rocks  and  treach'rous  sand? 
By  me  the  distant  world  is  known, 
And  either  India  is  our  own. 
Had  I  with  milliners  been  bred, 
What  had  I  been  1  the  guide  of  thread  : 
And  drudg'd  as  vulgar  needles  do, 
Of  no  more  consequence  than  you.' 

FABLE  XVII. 

The  Shepherd's  Dog  and  the  Wolf. 
A  Wolf,  with  hunger  fierce  and  bold, 
Ravag'd  the  plains,  and  thinn'd  the  fold  : 
Deep  in  the  wood  secure  be  lay, 
The  thefts  of  night  regal'd  the  day. 
In  vain  the  shepherd's  wakeful  care 
Had  spread  the  toils,  and  watch'd  the  snare ; 
In  vain  the  dog  pursu'd  his  pace, 
The  fleeter  robber  mock'd  the  chase. 

As  Lightfoot  rang'd  the  forest  round, 
By  chance  his  foe's  retreat  he  found. 

'  Let  us  awhile  the  war  suspend, 
And  reason  as  from  friend  to  friend.' 

« A  truce,'  replies  the  Wolf.     *  'Tis  done.' 
The  dog  the  parley  thus  begun: 
'  How  can  that  strong  intrepid  mind 
Attack  a  weak  defenceless  kind  ? 
Those  jaws  should  prey  on  nobler  food, 
And  drink  the  boar's  and  lion's  blood. 
Great  souls  with  generous  pity  melt, 
Which  coward  tyrants  never  felt. 
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How  harmless  is  our  fleecy  care! 
Be  brave,  and  let  thy  mercy  spare.' 

'  Friend,'  says  the  Wolf,  '  the  matter  weigh  j 
Nature  design'd  us  beasts  of  prey  ; 
As  such,  when  hunger  finds  a  treat, 
'Tis  necessary  Wolves  should  eat. 
If  mindful  of  the  bleating  weal, 
Thy  bosom  burns  with  real  zeal : 
Hence,  and  thy  tyrant  lord  beseech; 
To  him  repeat  the  moving  speech; 
A  wolf  eats  sheep  but  now  and  then, 
Ten  thousands  are  devour 'd  by  men. 
An  open  foe  may  prove  a  curse, 
But  a  pretended  friend  is  worse.' 

FABLE  XVIII. 

The  Painter  who  pleased  nobody  and  every  bodii. 
Lest  men  suspect  your  tale  untrue, 
Keep  probability  in  view. 
The  trav'iler,  leaping  o'er  those  bounds, 
The  credit  of  his  book  confound.-!. 
Who  with  his  tongue  hath  armies  routed, 
Makes  ev'n  his  real  courage  doubted: 
But  flatt'ry  never  seems  absurd; 
Tbe  flatterd  always  take  your  word: 
Impossibilities  seem  just; 
They  take  the  strongest  praise  on  trust. 
Hyperboles,  though  ne'er  so  great, 
Will  still  come  short  of  self-conceit. 

So  very  like  a  painter  drew, 
That  ev'ry  eye  the  picture  knew: 
He  hit  complexion,  feature,  air, 
So  just,  the  life  itself  was  there. 
No  flatt'ry,  with  his  colours  laid, 
To  bloom  restor'd  the  faded  maid: 
He  gave  each  muscle  all  its  strength: 
The  mouth,  the  chin,  the  nose's  length, 
His  honest  pencil  touch'd  with  truth, 
And  mark'd  the  date  of  age  and  youth. 

He  lost  his  friends,  his  practice  fail'd. 
Truth  should  not  always  be  reveal'd  ; 
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In  dusty  piles  his  pictures  lay, 
For  no  one  sent  the  second  pay. 

Two  bu3tos,  fraught  with  ev'ry  grace, 
A  Venus'  and  Apollo's  face, 
He  plac'd  in  view;  resolv'd  to  please, 
Whoever  sat,  he  drew  from  these ; 
From  these  corrected  ev'ry  feature, 
And  spirited  each  awkward  creature. 

All  things  were  set;  the  hour  was  come, 
His  pallet  ready  o'er  his  thumb ; 
My  lord  appear'd,  and  seated  right 
In  proper  attitude  and  light, 
The  painter  look'd,  he  sketch'd  the  piece, 
Then  dipt  his  pencil,  talk'd  of  Greece, 
Of  Titian's  tints,  of  Guido's  air; 
•  Those  eyes,  my  lord,  the  spirit  there 
Might  well  a  Raphael's  hand  require, 
To  give  them  all  the  native  rire ; 
The  features  fraught  with  sense  and  wit, 
You'll  grant,  are  very  hard  to  hit ; 
But  yet  with  patience  you  shall  view 
As  much  as  paint  and  art  can  do. 

'  Observe  the  work.'    My  lord  reply 'd, 
'  Till  now  I  thought  my  mouth  was  wide ; 
Besides,  my  nose  is  somewhat  long : 
Dear  sir,  for  me,  'tis  far  too  young.' 

'  O !  pardon  me,'  the  artist  cry'd, 
'  In  this,  we  painters  must  decide. 
The  piece  e'en  common  eyes  must  strike — 
I  warrant  it  extremely  like.' 

My  lord  examined  it  anew  ; 
No  looking  glass  seem'd  half  so  true. 

A  lady  came ;  with  borrow'd  grace 
He  from  his  Venus  form'd  her  face. 
Her  lover  prais'd  the  Painter's  art ; 
So  like  the  picture  in  his  heart  f 
To  ev'ry  age  some  charm  he  lent ; 
Ev'n  beauties  were  almost  content. 

Through  all  the  town  his  art  they  prais'd; 
His  custom  grew,  his  price  was  rais'd. 
Had  he  the  real  likeness  shewn, 
Would  any  man  the  picture  own? 
C 
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But  when  thus  happily  he  wrought, 
Each  found  the  likeness  in  his  thought. 

FABLE  XIX. 

The  Lion  and  the  Cub. 
How  fond  are  men  of  rule  and  place, 
Who  court  it  from  the  mean  and  base ! 
These  cannot  hear  an  equal  nigh, 
But  from  superior  merit  fly. 
They  love  the  cellar's  vulgar  joke, 
And  lose  their  hours  in  ale  and  smoke. 
There  o'er  some  petty  club  preside ; 
So  poor,  so  paltry  is  their  pride ! 
Nay,  ev'n  with  fools  whole  nights  will  sit, 
In  hopes  to  be  supreme  in  wit. 
If  these  can  read,  to  these  I  write, 
To  set  their  worth  in  truest  light. 

A  Lion-cub,  of  sordid  mind, 
Avoided  all  the  lion  kind; 
Fond  of  applause,  he  sought  the  feasts 
Of  vulgar  and  ignoble  beasts; 
With  asses  all  his  time  he  spent, 
Their  club's  perpetual  president. 
He  caught  their  manners,  looks,  and  airs: 
An  ass  in  ev'ry  thing,  but  ears ! 
If  e'er  his  highness  meant  a  joke, 
They  grinn'd  applause  before  he  spoke, 
But  at  each  word  what  shouts  of  praise ! 
'Good  gods!  how  natural  he  brays!' 

Elate  with  flatt'ry  and  conceit, 
He  seeks  his  royal  sire's  retreat : 
Forward  and  fond  to  shew  his  parts, 
His  highness  brays;  the  Lion  starts. 

'  Puppy,  that  curs  d  vociferation 
Betrays  thy  life  and  conversation : 
Coxcombs,  an  ever  noisy  race, 
Are  trumpets  of  their  own  disgrace/ 

«  Why  so  severe?'  the  Cub  replies; 
'Our  senate  always  held  me  wise.' 

'  How  weak  is  pride!'  returns  the  sire; 
'All  fools  are  vain  when  fools  admire! 
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But  know,  what  stupid  asses  prize, 
Lions  and  noble  beasts  despise.' 

FABLE  XX. 

The  old  Hen  and  the  Cock. 
Restrain  your  child;   you'll  soon  believe 
The  text  which  says,  we  sprung  from  Eve. 

As  an  old  Hen  led  forth  her  train, 
And  seem'd  to  peck  to  shew  the  grain  ; 
She  rak'd  the  chaff,  she  scratch'd  the  ground, 
And  glean'd  the  spacious  yard  around. 
A  giddy  chick,  to  try  her  wings, 
On  the  well's  narrow  margin  springs, 
And  prone  she  drops.    The  mother's  breast 
All  day  with  sorrow  was  possess'd. 

A  cock  she  met;  her  son  she  knew ; 
And  in  her  heart  affection  grew. 

*  My  son,'  says  she,  '  I  grant  your  years 
Have  reach'd  beyond  a  mother's  cares. 
I  see  you  vig'rous,  strong,  and  bold  ; 
I  hear  with  joy  your  triumphs  told. 
'Tis  not  from  cocks  thy  fate  I  dread ; 
But  let  thy  ever- wary  tread 
Avoid  yon  well ;  that  fatal  place 
Is  sure  perdition  to  our  race. 
Print  this  my  counsel  on  thy  breast; 
To  the  just  gods  I  leave  the  rest/ 

He  thank'd  her  care ;  yet  day  by  day 
His  bosom  burn'd  to  disobey; 
And  ev'ry  time  the  well  he  saw, 
Scorn'd  in  his  heart  the  foolish  law  : 
Near  and  more  near  each  day  he  drew, 
And  long'd  to  try  the  dangerous  view. 

'Why  was  this  idle  charge?'  he  cries : 
1  Let  courage  female  fears  despise. 
Or  did  she  doubt  my  heart  was  brave, 
And  therefore  thi3  injunction  gave? 
Or  does  her  harvest  store  the  place, 
A  treasure  for  her  younger  race  1 
And  would  she  thus  my  search  prevent  1 
I  stand  resolv'd,  and  dareth'  event.' 
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Thus  said.    He  mounts  the  margin's  round, 
And  pries  into  the  depth  profound. 
He  stretch'd  his  neck ;  and  from  below 
With  stretching  neck  advane'd  a  foe; 
With  wrath  his  ruffled  plumes  he  rears, 
The  foe  with  ruffled  plumes  appears  : 
Threat  answer'd  threat,  his  fury  gTew, 
Headlong  to  meet  the  war  he  flew. 
But  when  the  wat'ry  death  he  found, 
He  thus  lamented  as  he  drown'd: 

'  I  ne'er  had  been  in  this  condition, 
But  for  my  mother's  prohibition.' 

FABLE  XXI. 
The  Rat-catcher  and  Cats. 
The  rats  by  night  such  mischief  did, 
Betty  was  ev'ry  morning  chid. 
They  undermin'd  whole  sides  of  bacon , 
Her  cheese  was  sapp'd,  her  tarts  were  taken  ; 
Her  pasties,  fene'd  with  thickest  paste, 
Were  all  demolish'd  and  laid  waste : 
She  curs'd  the  Cat  for  want  of  duty, 
Who  left  her  foes  a  constant  booty. 

An  engineer  of  noted  skill, 
Engag'd  to  stop  the  growing  ill ; 
From  room  to  room  he  now  surveys 
Their  haunts,  their  works,  their  secret  ways ; 
Finds  where  they  'scape  an  ambuscade, 
And  whence  the  nightly  sally  's  made. 

An  envious  Cat  from  place  to  place, 
Unseen,  attends  his  silent  pace. 
She  saw,  that  if  this  trade  went  on, 
The  purring  race  must  be  undone  ; 
So,  secretly  removes  his  baits, 
And  every  stratagem  defeats. 

Again  he  sets  the  poison'd  toils, 
Arid  Puss  again  the  labour  foils. 

'  What  foe  (to  frustrate  my  designs) 
My  schemes  thus  nightly  countermines?' 
Incens'd  he  cries ;  '  this  very  hour 
The  wretch  shall  bleed  beneath  my  pow'r.' 
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So  said.     A  pond'rous  trap  he  brought, 
And  in  the  fact  poor  Puss  was  caught. 

■  Smuggler,'  says  he,  •  thou  shalt  be  made 
A  victim  to  our  loss  of  trade.' 

The  captive  Cat,  with  piteous  mews, 
For  pardon,  life,  and  freedom  sues. 
A  sister  of  the  science  spare ; 
One  int'rest  is  our  common  care. 

1  What  insolence!'  the  man  reply 'd; 
1  Shall  Cats  with  us  the  game  divide? 
Were  all  your  interloping  band 
Extinguish'd,  or  expell'd  the  land, 
We  Rat-catchers  might  raise  our  fees, 
Sole  guardians  of  a  nation's  cheese!' 

A  Cat,  who  saw  the  lifted  knife, 
Thus  spoke,  and  sav'd  her  sister's  life  ; 

'  In  ev'ry  age  and  clime  we  see, 
Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree. 
Each  hates  his  neighbour  for  encroaching : 
'Squire  stigmatizes  'squire  for  poaching ; 
Beauties  with  beauties  are  in  arms, 
Aud  scandal  pelts  each  other's  charms. 
Kings,  too,  their  neighbour  kings  dethrone, 
In  hope  to  make  the  world  their  own. 
But  let  us  limit  our  desires; 
Nor  war  like  beauties,  kings,  and  'squires; 
For  though  we  both  one  prey  pursue, 
There's  game  enough  for  us  and  you.' 

FABLE  XXII. 

The  Goat  without  a  Beard. 
'Tis  certain,  that  the  modish  passions 
Descend  among  the  crowd,  like  fashions. 
Excuse  me  then,  if  pride,  conceit 
(The  manners  of  the  fair  and  great), 
I  give  to  monkeys,  asses,  dogs, 
Fleas,  owls,  goats,  butterflies,  and  hogs. 
I  say,  that  these  are  proud.    What  then  ? 
I  never  said  they  equal  men. 

A  Goat,  as  vain  as  Goat  could  be, 
Affected  singularity : 
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Whene'er  a  thy  my  bank  he  found, 
He  roll'd  upon  the  fragrant  ground ; 
And  then,  with  f  nd  attention  stood, 
Fix'd  o'er  his  image  in  the  flood. 

*  I  hate  my  frowzy  beard,'  he  cries ; 
•  My  youth  is  lost  in  this  disguise. 
Did  not  the  females  know  my  vigour, 
Well  might  they  loath  this  rev'rend  figure.' 

Resolv'd  to  smooth  his  shaggy  face, 
He  sought  the  barber  of  the  place; 
A  flippant  monkey,  spruce  and  smart, 
Hard  by,  profess'd  the  dapper  art; 
His  pole  with  pewter  basons  hung, 
Black  rotten  teeth  in  order  strung, 
Rang'd  cups,  that  in  the  window  stood, 
Lin'd  with  red  rags,  to  look  like  blood, 
Did  well  his  threefold  trade  explain, 
Who  shav'd,  drew  teeth,  and  bieath'd  a  vein. 

The  Goat  he  welcomes  with  an  air, 
And  seats  him  in  his  wooden  chair: 
Mouth,  nose,  and  cheek,  the  lather  hides  : 
Light,  smooth  and  swift,  the  razor  glides. 

■  I  hope  your  custom,  Sir,'  says  Pug; 
'  Sure  never  face  was  half  so  snug.' 

The  Goat,  impatient  for  applause, 
Swift  to  the  neighbouring  hill  withdraws; 
The  shaggy  people  grinn'd  and  star'd. 

'  Heighday!  what's  here?  without  a  beard! 
Say,  brother,  whence  the  dire  disgrace  ? 
What  envious  hand  hath  robb'd  your  face?' 

When  thus  the  fop,  with  smiles  of  scorn : 
'  Are  beards  by  civil  nations  worn? 
Ev'n  Muscovites  have  mow'd  their  chins : 
Shall  we,  like  formal  Capuchins, 
Stubborn  in  pride,  retain  the  mode, 
And  bear  about  the  hairy  load? 
Whene'er  we  through  the  village  stray, 
Are  we  not  mock'd  along  the  way ; 
Insulted  with  loud  shouts  of  scorn, 
By  boys  our  beards  disgrac'd  and  torn?' 

'  Were  you  no  more  with  goats  to  dwell, 
Brother,  I  grant  you  reason  well,' 
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Replies  a  bearde  d  chief.     *  Beside, 
If  boys  can  mortify  thy  pride, 
How  wilt  thou  stand  the  ridicule 
Of  our  whole  flock  ?  aftected  fool! 
Coxcombs,  distinguish'd  from  the  rest, 
To  all  but  coxcombs  are  a  jest.' 

FABLE  XXIII. 

The  Old  Woman  and  her  Cats. 

Who  friendship  with  a  knave  hath  made 

Is  judg'd  a  partner  in  the  trade. 

The  matron  who  conducts  abroad 

A  willing  nymph  is  thought  a  bawd ; 

And  if  a  modest  girl  be  seen 

With  one  who  cures  a  lover's  spleen, 

We  guess  her  not  extremely  nice, 

And  only  wish  to  know  her  price. 

'Tis  thus,  that  on  the  choice  of  friends, 

Our  good  or  evil  name  depends. 

A  wrinkled  Hag,  of  wicked  fame, 
Beside  a  little  smoky  flame 
Sat  hov'ring,  pinch'd  with  age  and  frost; 
Her  shrivell'd  hands,  with  veins  emboss'd, 
Upon  her  knees  her  weight  sustains, 
While  palsy  shook  her  crazy  brains : 
She  mumbles  forth  her  backward  prayers, 
An  untam'd  scold  of  fourscore  years. 
About  her  swarm'd  a  num'rous  brood 
Of  Cats,  who,  lank  with  hunger,  mew'd. 

Teaz'd  with  their  cries,  her  choler  grew, 
And  thus  she  sputtered:  '  Hence,  ye  crew  ! 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  entertain 
Such  imps,  such  fiends,  a  hellish  train  ! 
Had  ye  been  never  hous'd  and  nurs'd, 
I,  for  a  witch  had  ne'er  been  curs'd. 
To  you  I  owe  that  crowds  of  boys 
Worry  me  with  eternal  noise ; 
Straws  laid  across  my  pace  retard, 
The  horse-shoe  's  nail'd  (each  threshold's  guard), 
The  stunted  broom  the  wenches  hide, 
For  fear  that  I  should  up  and  ride ; 
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They  stick  with  pins  my  bleeding  seat, 
And  bid  me  shew  my  secret  teat.' 

'  To  hear  you  prate  would  vex  a  saint ; 
Who  hath  most  reason  of  complaint  '?' 
Replies  a  Cat.    '  Let's  come  to  proof; 
Had  we  ne'er  starv'd  beneath  your  roof, 
We  had,  like  others  of  our  race, 
In  credit  liv'd  as  beasts  of  chase. 
'Tis  infamy  to  serve  a  hag; 
Cats  are  thought  imps,  her  broom  a  nag  ! 
And  boys  against  our  lives  combine, 
Because,  'tis  said,  your  cats  have  nine.' 

FABLE  XXIV. 

The  Butterfly  and  the  Snail. 

All  upstarts,  insolent  in  place, 
Remind  us  of  their  vulgar  race. 

As  in  the  sunshine  of  the  morn, 
A  Butterfly,  but  newly  born, 
Sat  proudly  perking  on  a  rose, 
With  pert  conceit  his  bosom  glows. 
Ris  wings  (all  glorious  to  behold), 
Bedropt  with  azure,  jet,  and  gold, 
Wide  he  displays;  the  spangled  dew 
Reflects  his  eyes,  and  various  hue. 

His  now-forgotten  friend,  a  Snail, 
Beneath  his  house,  with  slimy  trail 
Crawls  o'er  the  grass ;  whom  when  he  spies, 
In  wrath  he  to  the  gard'ner  cries: 

•  What  means  yon  peasant's  daily  toil, 
From  choaking  weeds  to  rid  the  soil  1 
Why  wake  you  to  the  morning's  care  ? 
Why  with  new  arts  correct  the  year? 
Why  grows  the  peach  with  crimson  hue, 
And  why  the  plum's  inviting  blue? 
Were  they  to  feast  his  taste  design'd, 
That  vermin  of  voracious  kind  ? 
Crush  then  the  slow,  the  pilfring  race; 
So  purge  thy  garden  from  disgrace.' 

'  What  arrogance!'  the  Snail  replied; 
'  How  insolent  is  upstart  pride! 
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Hadst  thou  not  thus,  with  insult  vain, 

Provok'd  my  patience  to  complain, 

I  had  conceal'd  thy  meaner  birth, 

Nor  trac'd  thee  to  the  scum  of  earth. 

For  scarce  nine  suns  have  wak'd  the  hours, 

To  swell  the  fruit,  and  paint  the  flow'rs, 

Since  I  thy  humbler  life  survey'd, 

In  base  and  sordid  guise  array'd; 

A  hideous  insect,  vile,  unclean, 

You  dragg'd  a  slow  and  noisome  train ; 

And  from  your  spider  bowels  drew 

Foul  film,  and  spun  the  dirty  clue. 

I  own  my  humble  life,  good  friend; 

Snail  was  I  born,  and  Snail  shall  end. 

And  what's  a  Butterfly?    At  best, 

He's  but  a  caterpillar,  drest; 

And  all  thy  race  (a  num'rous  seed) 

Shall  prove  of  caterpillar  breed.' 

FABLE  XXV. 

The  Scold  and  the  Parrot. 
The  husband  thus  reprov'd  his  wife: 
*  Who  deals  in  slander,  lives  in  strife. 
Art  thou  the  herald  of  disgrace, 
Denouncing  war  to  all  thy  race? 
Can  nothing  quell  thy  thunder's  rage, 
Which  spares  nor  friend,  nor  sex,  nor  age  ? 
That  vixen  tongue  of  yours,  my  dear, 
Alarms  our  neighbours  far  and  near. 
Good  gods  !  'tis  like  a  rolling  river, 
That  murm'ring  flows,  and  flows  for  ever ! 
Ne'er  tir'd,  perpetual  discord  sowing! 
Like  fame,  it  gathers  strength  by  going.' 

'  Heighday !'  the  flippant  tongue  replies, 
'  How  solemn  is  the  fool !  how  wise ! 
Is  Nature's  choicest  gift  debarr'd? 
Nay,  frown  not;  for  I  will  be  heard. 
Women  of  late  are  finely  ridden, 
A  Parrot's  privilege  forbidden ! 
You  praise  his  talk,  bis  squalling  song, 
But  wives  axe  always  in  the  wrong.' 
C  2 
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Now  reputations  flew  in  pieces 
Of  mothers,  daughters,  aunts,  and  nieces; 
She  ran  the  Parrot's  language  o'er, 
Bawd,  hussey,  drunkard,  slattern,  whore ; 
On  all  the  sex  she  vents  her  fury, 
Tries  and  condemns  without  a  jury. 

At  once  the  torrent  of  her  words 
Alarm'd  cat,  monkey,  dogs,  and  birds : 
All  join  their  forces  to  confound  her; 
Puss  spits,  the  monkey  chatters  round  her ; 
The  yelping  cur  her  heels  assaults; 
The  magpie  blabs  out  all  her  faults; 
Poll,  in  the  uproar,  from  his  cage, 
With  this  rebuke  out-scream'd  her  rage: 

'  A  Parrot  is  for  talking  priz'd, 
But  prattling  women  are  despised. 
She  who  attacks  another's  honour, 
Draws  every  living  thing  upon  her. 
Think,  Madam,  when  you  stretch  your  lungs, 
That  all  your  neighbours  too  have  tongues: 
One  slander  must  ten  thousand  get, 
The  world  with  int'rest  pays  the  debt.* 

FABLE  XXVI. 

The  Cur  and  the  Mastiff. 

A  sneaking  Cur,  the  master's  spy, 

Rewarded  for  his  daily  lie, 

With  secret  jealousies  and  fears 

Set  all  together  by  the  ears. 

Poor  Puss  to-day  was  in  disgrace, 

Another  cat  supplied  her  place : 

The  hound  was  beat,  the  mastifF  chid, 

The  monkey  was  the  room  forbid; 

Each  to  his  dearest  friend  grew  shy, 
And  none  could  tell  the  reason  why. 
A  plan  to  rob  the  bouse  was  laid; 
The  thief  with  love  seduc'd  the  maid ; 
Cajol'd  the  Cur,  and  strok'd  his  head, 
And  bought  his  secrecy  with  bread. 
He  next  the  Mastiff's  honour  tried, 
Whose  honest  jaws  the  bribe  defied. 
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He  stretch'd  his  hand  to  proffer  more  ; 
The  surly  dog  his  fingers  tore. 

Swift  ran  the  Cur;  with  indignation 
The  master  took  his  information. 
■  Hang  him,  the  villain's  curs'd  !'  he  cries, 
And  round  his  neck  the  halter  ties. 

The  dog  his  humble  suit  preferr'd, 
And  begg'd  in  justice  to  be  heard. 
The  master  sat.    On  either  hand 
The  cited  dogs  confronting  stand; 
The  Cur  the  bloody  tale  relates, 
And,  like  a  lawyer,  aggravates. 

*  Judge  not  unheard,'  the  Mastiff  cried, 
'  But  weigh  the  cause  on  either  side. 
Think  not  that  treach'ry  can  be  just, 
Take  not  informers'  words  on  trust. 
They  ope  their  hand  to  ev'ry  pay, 
And  you  and  me  by  turns  betray.' 
He  spoke.    And  all  the  truth  appear'd: 
The  Cur  was  hang'd,  the  Mastiff  clear'd. 

FABLE  XXVII. 

The  Sick  Man  and  the  Angel. 

'  Is  there  no  hope?'  the  sick  man  said  ; 
The  silent  doctor  shook  his  head, 
And  took  his  leave  with  signs  of  sorrow, 
Despairing  of  his  fee  to-morrow. 

When  thus  the  Man  with  gasping  breath, 
'  I  feel  the  chilling  wound  of  death: 
Since  I  must  bid  the  world  adieu, 
Let  me  my  former  life  review. 
I  grant,  my  bargains  well  were  made, 
But  all  men  over-reach  in  trade ; 
'Tis  self-defence  in  each  profession : 
Sure  self-defence  is  no  transgression. 
The  little  portion  in  my  hands, 
By  good  security  on  lands, 
Is  well  increas'd.    If  unawares, 
My  justice  to  myself  and  heirs, 
Hath  let  my  debtor  rot  in  jail, 
For  want  of  good  sufficient  bail ; 
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If  I  by  writ,  or  bond,  or  deed, 
Reduc'd  a  family  to  need, 
My  will  hath  made  the  world  amends; 
My  hope  on  charity  depends. 
When  I  am  numbered  with  the  dead, 
And  all  my  pious  gifts  are  read, 
By  heaven  and  earth  'twill  then  be  known, 
My  charities  were  amply  shewn.' 

An  Angel  came.    '  Ah,  friend!'  he  cried, 
'  No  more  in  fiatt'ring  hope  confide : 
Can  thy  good  deeds  in  former  times 
Outweigh  the  balance  of  thy  crimes  1 
What  widow  or  what  orphan  prays 
To  crown  thy  life  with  length  of  days  ? 
A  pious  action's  in  thy  pow'r, 
Embrace  with  joy  the  happy  hour. 
Now,  while  you  draw  the  vital  air, 
Prove  your  intention  is  sincere : 
This  instant  give  a  hundred  pound ; 
Your  neighbours  want,  and  you  abound.' 

'  But  why  such  haste  ?'  the  sick  man  whines 
'  Who  knows  as  yet  what  Heaven  designs  1 
Perhaps  I  may  recover  still : 
That  sum  and  more  are  in  my  will.' 

*  Fool!'  says  the  Vision, ' now  'tis  plain, 
Your  life,  your  soul,  your  heaven  was  gain  : 
From  ev'ry  side,  with  all  your  might, 
Youscrap'd,  and  scrap'd  beyond  your  right; 
And  after  death,  would  fain  atone, 

By  giving  what  is  not  your  own.' 

•  While  there  is  life,  there's  hope,'  he  cried ; 
'  Then  why  such  haste?'  so  groan' d,  and  died. 

FABLE  XXVIII. 

The  Persian,  the  Sun,  and  the  Cloud. 
Is  there  a  bard  whom  genius  fires, 
Whose  every  thought  the  god  inspires  ? 
When  Envy  reads  the  nervous  lines, 
She  frets,  she  rails,  she  raves,  she  pines; 
Her  hissing  snakes  with  venom  swell: 
She  calls  her  venal  train  from  hell. 
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The  servile  fiends  her  nod  obey, 
And  all  Curl's  authors  are  in  pay. 
Fame  calls  up  Calumny  and  Spite, 
Thus  shadow  owes  its  birth  to  light. 

As  prostrate  to  the  God  of  day, 
With  heart  devout,  a  Persian  lay, 
His  invocation  thus  began : 

'  Parent  of  light !  all-seeing  Sun ! 
Prolific  beam !  whose  rays  dispense 
The  various  gifts  of  Providence, 
Accept  our  praise,  our  daily  pray'r, 
Smile  on  our  fields,  and  bless  the  year.' 

A  Cloud,  who  mock'd  his  grateful  tongue, 
The  day  with  sudden  darkness  hung: 
With  pride  and  envy  swell'd,  aloud, 
A  voice  thus  thunder'd  from  the  Cloud: 

'  Weak  is  this  gaudy  god  of  thine, 
Whom  I  at  will  forbid  to  shine. 
Shall  I  nor  vows,  nor  incense  know? 
Where  praise  is  due,  the  praise  bestow/ 

With  fervent  zeal  the  Persian  mov'd, 
Thus  the  proud  calumny  reprov'd: 

•  It  was  that  god,  who  claims  my  pray'r 
Who  gave  thee  birth,  and  rais'd  thee  there; 
When  o'er  his  beams  the  veil  is  thrown, 
Thy  substance  is  but  plainer  shewn. 
A  passing  gale,  a  puff  of  wind, 
Dispels  thy  thickest  troops  combin'd.' 

The  gale  arose ;  the  vapour  tost 
(The  sport  of  winds)  in  air  was  lost; 
The  glorious  orb  the  day  refines, 
Thus  envy  breaks,  thus  merit  shines. 


FABLE  XXIX. 

The  Fox  at  the  point  of  death. 
A  Fox,  in  life's  extreme  decay, 
Weak,  sick,  and  faint,  expiring  lay; 
All  appetite  had  left  his  maw, 
And  age  disarm'd  his  mumbling  jaw. 
His  num'rous  race  around  him  stand 
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To  learn  their  dying  sire's  command: 

He  rais'd  his  head  with  whining  moan, 

And  thus  was  heard  the  feeble  tone : 
'  Ah,  sons!  from  evil  ways  depart; 

My  crimes  lie  heavy  on  my  heart. 

See!  see!  the  murder'd  geese  appear ! 

Why  are  those  bleeding  turkeys  there? 

Why  all  around  this  cackling  train, 

Who  haunt  my  ears  for  chickens  slain?' 
The  hungry  foxes  round  them  star'd, 

And  for  the  promis'd  feast  prepard. 
'  Where,  Sir,  is  all  this  dainty  cheer  ? 

Nor  turkey,  goose,  nor  hen  is  here. 

These  are  the  phantoms  of  your  brain, 

And  your  sons  lick  their  lips  in  vain.' 
'  O  gluttons!'  says  the  drooping  sire, 

*  Restrain  inordinate  desire ; 
Your  liqu'rish  taste  you  shall  deplore, 
When  peace  of  conscience  is  no  more. 
Does  not  the  hound  betray  our  pace? 
And  gins  and  guns  destroy  our  race? 
Thieves  dread  the  searching  eye  of  pow'r, 
And  never  feel  the  quiet  hour. 
Old  age  (which  few  of  us  shall  know) 
Now  puts  a  period  to  my  woe. 
Would  you  true  happiness  attain, 
Let  honesty  your  passions  rein ; 
So  live  in  credit  and  esteem, 
And  the  good  name  you  lost,  redeem/ 
« The  counsel's  good,'  a  Fox  replies, 
'  Could  we  perform  what  you  advise. 
Think  what  our  ancestors  have  done  ; 
A  line  of  thieves  from  son  to  son : 
To  us  descends  the  long  disgrace, 
And  infamy  hath  mark'd  our  race. 
Though  we,  like  harmless  sheep,  should  feed, 
Honest  in  thought,  in  word,  in  deed ; 
Whatever  hen-roost  is  decreas'd, 
We  shall  be  thought  to  share  the  feast. 
The  change  shall  never  be  believ'd : 
A  lost  good  name  is  ne'er  retriev'd.' 
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*  Nay,  then,'  replies  the  feeble  Fox, 
•  (But  hark!  I  hear  a  hen  that  clocks) 
Go,  but  be  mod'rate  in  your  food; 

A  chicken  too  might  do  me  good.' 

FABLE  XXX. 

The  Setting  Dog  and  the  Partridge. 
The  ranging  dog  the  stubble  tries, 
And  searches  ev'ry  breeze  that  flies; 
The  scent  grows  warm;  with  cautious  fear 
He  creeps,  and  points  the  covey  near; 
The  men,  in  silence,  far  behind, 
Conscious  of  game,  the  net  unbind. 

A  Partridge,  with  experience  wise, 
The  fraudful  preparation  spies : 
She  mocks  their  toils,  alarms  her  brood; 
The  covey  springs,  and  seeks  the  wood; 
But,  ere  her  certain  wing  she  tries, 
Thus  to  the  creeping  Spaniel  cries: 

•  Thou  fawning  slave  to  man's  deceit, 
Thou  pimp  of  lux'ry,  sneaking  cheat, 
Of  thy  whole  species  thou  disgrace, 
Dogs  should  disown  thee  of  their  race! 
For  if  I  judge  their  nativeparts, 
They're  born  with  honest  open  hearts ; 
And,  ere  they  serv'd  man's  wicked  ends, 
Were  gen'rous  foes,  or  real  friends.' 

When  thus  the  Dog,  with  scornful  smile  : 
'  Secure  of  wing  thou  dar'st  revile. 
Clowns  are  to  polish'd  manners  blind  ; 
How  ign'rant  is  the  rustic  mind ! 
My  worth  sagacious  courtiers  see, 
And  to  preferment  rise  like  me. 
The  thriving  pimp,  who  beauty  sets, 
Hath  oft  enhano'd  a  nation's  debts: 
Friend  sets  his  friend,  without  regard ; 
And  ministers  his  skill  reward: 
Thus  train'd  by  man,  I  learn'd  his  ways, 
And  growing  favour  feasts  my  days.' 

'  I  might  have  guess'd,'  the  Partridge  said, 
'  The  place  where  you  were  train'd  and  fed; 
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Servants  are  apt,  and  in  a  trice 
Ape  to  a  hair  their  master's  vice: 
You  came  from  court,  you  say.    Adieu.' 
She  said ;  and  to  the  covey  flew. 

FABLE  XXXI. 

The  Universal  Apparition. 

A  Rake,  by  ev'ry  passion  rul'd, 
With  ev'ry  vice  his  youth  had  cool'd; 
Disease  his  tainted  blood  assails; 
His  spirits  droop,  his  vigour  fails: 
With  secret  ills  at  home  he  pines, 
And,  like  infirm  old  age,  declines. 

As,  twing'd  with  pain,  he  pensive  sits, 
And  raves,  and  prays,  and  swears  by  fits; 
A  ghastly  phantom,  lean  and  wan, 
Before  him  rose,  and  thus  began : 

'  My  name,  perhaps,  hath  reach'd  your  ear; 
Attend,  and  be  advis'd  by  Care. 
Nor  love,  nor  honour,  wealth,  nor  pow'r, 
Can  give  the  heart  a  cheerful  hour, 
When  health  is  lost.     Be  timely  wise: 
With  health  all  taste  of  pleasure  flies.' 

Thus  said,  the  Phantom  disappears: 
The  wary  counsel  wak'd  his  fears; 
He  now  from  all  excess  abstains, 
With  physic  purifies  his  veins; 
And,  to  procure  a  sober  life, 
Resolves  to  venture  on  a  wife. 

But  now  again  the  Sprite  ascends, 
Where'er  he  walks  his  ear  attends; 
Insinuates  that  beauty  's  frail, 
That  perseverance  must  prevail; 
With  jealousies  his  brain  inflames, 
And  whispers  all  her  lover's  names. 
In  other  hours  she  represents 
His  household  charge,  his  annual  rents, 
Increasing  debts,  perplexing  duns, 
And  nothing  for  his  younger  sons. 

Straight  all  his  thought  to  gain  he  turns. 
And  with  the  thirst  of  lucre  burns. 
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But  when  possess'd  of  Fortune's  store, 
The  spectre  haunts  him  more  and  more; 
Sets  Want  and  Misery  in  view, 
Bold  thieves,  and  all  the  murd'ring  crew  : 
Alarms  him  with  eternal  frights, 
Infests  his  dream,  or  wakes  his  nights. 
How  shall  he  chase  this  hideous  guest? 
Pow'r  may,  perhaps,  protect  his  rest. 
To  pow'r  he  rose  :  again  the  Sprite 
Besets  him  morning,  noon,  and  night; 
Talks  of  Ambition's  tott'ring  seat, 
How  envy  persecutes  the  great, 
Of  rival  hate,  of  treach'rous  friends, 
And  what  disgrace  his  fall  attends. 

The  court  he  quits,  to  fly  from  Care, 
And  seeks  the  peace  of  rural  air  : 
His  groves,  his  fields,  amus'd  his  hours, 
He  prnn'd  his  trees,  he  rais'd  his  flow'rs. 
But  Care  again  his  steps  pursues ; 
Warns  him  of  blasts,  of  blighting  dews, 
Of  plund'ring  insects,  snails,  and  rains, 
And  droughts  that  starv'd  the  labour'd plains: 
Abroad,  at  home,  the  Spectre's  there : 
In  vain  we  seek  to  fly  from  Care. 

At  length  he  thus  the  ghost  address'd: 
'  Since  thou  must  be  my  constant  guest, 
Be  kind,  and  follow  me  no  more; 
For  Care,  by  right,  should  go  before.' 

FABLE  XXXII. 

The  two  Owls  and  the  Sparrow. 
Two  formal  Owls  together  sat, 
Conferring  thus  in  solemn  chat: 

*  How  is  the  modern  taste  decay'd ! 
Where's  the  respect  to  wisdom  paid  ? 
Our  worth  the  Grecian  sages  knew; 
They  gave  our  sires  the  honour  due; 
They  weigh 'd  the  dignity  of  fowls, 
And  pry'd  into  the  depth  of  Owls. 
Athens  the  seat  of  learned  fame, 
With  gen'ral  voice  rever'd  our  name; 
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On  merit  title  was  conferr'd, 
And  all  ador'd  th'  Athenian  bird.' 

*  Brother,  you  reason  well,'  replies 
The  solemn  mate,  with  half-shut  eyes: 
■  Right :  Athens  was  the  seat  of  learning, 
And  truly  wisdom  is  discerning. 
Besides,  on  Pallas'  helm  we  sit, 
The  type  and  ornament  of  wit : 
But  now,  alas  !  we're  quite  neglected, 
And  a  pert  Sparrow  's  more  respected.' 

A  Sparrow,  who  was  lodg'd  beside, 
O'erhears  them  soothe  each  other's  pride, 
And  thus  he  nimbly  vents  his  heat: 

'  Who  meets  a  fool  must  find  conceit, 
I  grant  you  were  at  Athens  grac'd, 
And  on  Minerva's  helm  were  plac'd; 
But  ev'ry  bird  that  wings  the  sky, 
Except  an  Owl,  can  tell  you  why. 
From  hence  they  taught  their  schools  to  kno.v 
How  false  we  judge  by  outward  show  ; 
That  we  should  never  looks  esteem, 
Since  fools  as  wise  as  you  might  seem. 
Would  you  contempt  and  scorn  avoid, 
Let  your  vain-glory  be  destroy'd: 
Humble  your  arrogance  of  thought, 
Pursue  the  way  by  nature  taught ; 
So  shall  you  find  delicious  fare, 
And  grateful  farmers  praise  your  care ; 
So  shall  sleek  mice  your  chase  reward, 
And  no  keen  cat  find  more  regard.' 

FABLE  XXXIII. 

The  Courtier  and  Proteus. 
Whene'er  a  courtier 's  out  of  place, 
The  country  shelters  his  disgrace ; 
Where,  doom'd  to  exercise  and  health, 
His  house  and  gardens  own  his  wealth. 
He  builds  new  schemes,  in  hope  to  gain 
The  plunder  of  another  reign ; 
Like  Philip's  son,  would  fain  be  doing, 
And  sighs  for  other  realms  to  ruin. 
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As  one  of  these,  without  his  wand, 
Pensive  along  the  winding  strand 
Employ'd  the  solitary  hour, 
In  projects  to  regain  his  pow'r: 
The  waves  in  spreading  circles  ran, 
Proteus  arose,  and  thus  began: 

'  Came  you  from  court?  for  in  your  mien 
A  self-important  air  is  seen.' 

He  frankly  own'd  his  friends  had  trick'd  Lim, 
And  how  he  fell  his  party's  victim. 

4  Know,'  says  the  god,  '  by  matchless  skill 
I  change  to  ev'ry  shape  at  will ; 
But  yet,  I'm  told,  at  court  yousee^ 
Those  who  presume  to  rival  me/ 

Thus  said ;  a  snake  with  hideous  trail, 
Proteus  extends  his  scaly  mail. 

'  Know,'  says  the  man,  '  though  proud  in  place, 
All  courtiers  are  of  reptile  race. 
Like  you,  they  take  that  dreadful  form, 
Bask  in  the  sun,  and  fiy  the  storm  ; 
With  malice  hiss,  with  envy  glote, 
And,  for  convenience,  change  their  coat ; 
With  new-got  lustre  rear  their  head, 
Though  on  a  dunghill  born  and  hred.' 

Sudden  the  god  a  lion  stands; 
He  shakes  his  mane,  he  spurns  the  sands; 
Now  a  fierce  lynx,  with  fiery  glare, 
A  wolf,  an  ass,  a  fox,  a  bear. 

•  Had  I  ne'er  liv'd  at  court,'  he  cries, 
•  Such  transformation  might  surprise  ; 
But  there,  in  quest  of  daily  game, 
Each  abler  courtier  acts  the  same. 
Wolves,  lions,  lynxes,  while  in  place, 
Their  friends  and  fellows  are  their  chase. 
They  play  the  bear's  and  fox's  part; 
Now  rob  by  force,  now  steal  with  art. 
They  sometimes  in  the  senate  bray; 
Or,  chang'd  again  to  beasts  of  prey, 
Down  from  the  lion  to  the  ape, 
Practise  the  frauds  of  ev'ry  shape.' 
So  said  :  upon  the  god  he  flies, 
In  cords  the  struggling  captive  ties. 
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'  Now,  Proteus,  now,  to  truth  compell'd, 
Speak,  and  confess  thy  art  excell'd. 
Use  strength,  surprise,  or  what  you  will. 
The  courtier  finds  evasions  still : 
Not  to  he  bound  by  any  ties, 
And  never  forc'd  to  leave  his  lies.' 

FABLE  XXXIV. 

The  Mastiff. 
Those  who  in  quarrels  interpose, 
Must  often  wipe  a  bloody  nose. 

A  Mastiff  of  true  English  blood, 
Lov'd  fighting  better  than  his  food. 
When  dogs  were  snarling  for  a  bone, 
He  long'd  to  make  the  war  his  own  ; 
And  often  found  when  two  contend, 
To  interpose  obtain'd  his  end ; 
He  glory'd  in  his  limping  pace; 
The  scars  of  honour  seam'd  his  face  ; 
In  ev'ry  limb  a  gash  appears, 
And  frequent  fights  retrench'd  his  ears. 

As  on  a  time  he  heard  from  far 
Two  dogs  engag'd  in  noisy  war, 
Away  he  scours,  and  lays  about  him, 
Resolv'd  no  fray  should  be  without  him. 

Forth  from  hi3  yard  a  tanner  flies, 
And  to  the  bold  intruder  cries, 

'  A  cudgel  shall  correct  your  manners  : 
Whence  sprung  this  cursed  hate  to  tanners  ? 
While  on  my  dog  you  vent  your  spite, 
Sirrah !  'tis  me  you  dare  not  bite.' 
To  see  the  battle  thus  perplex'd, 
With  equal  rage  a  butcher  vex'd, 
Hoarse-screaming  from  the  circled  crowd, 
To  the  curs'd  Mastiff  cries  aloud  : 

'  Both  Hockley-hole  and  Marybone 
The  combats  of  my  dog  have  known. 
He  ne'er  like  bullies,  coward-hearted, 
Attacks  in  public  to  be  parted. 
Think  not,  rash  fool,  to  share  his  fame  j 
Be  his  the  honour  or  the  shame.' 
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Thus  said,  they  swore,  and  rav'd  like  thunder, 
Then  dragg'd  their  fasten'd  dogs  asunder, 
While  clubs  and  kicks  from  ev'ry  side 
Rebounded  from  the  Mastiff's  hide. 

All  reeking  now  with  sweat  and  blood, 
A  while  the  parted  warriors  stood, 
Then  pour'd  upon  the  meddling  foe, 
Who,  worried,  howl'd  paid  sprawl'd  below. 
He  rose,  and  limping  from  the  fray, 
By  both  sides  mangled,  sneak'd  away. 

FABLE  XXXV. 

The  Barley-mow  and  the  Dunghill. 

How  many  saucy  airs  we  meet 

From  Temple-Bar  to  Aldgate-street ; 

Proud  rogues,  who  shar'd  the  South-Sea  prey, 

And  sprung  like  mushrooms  in  a  day  ! 

They  think  it  mean  to  condescend 

To  know  a  brother  or  a  friend  ; 

They  blush  to  hear  their  mother's  name, 

And  by  their  pride  expose  their  shame. 
As  cross  his  yard,  at  early  day, 

A  careful  farmer  took  his  way, 

He  stopp'd,  and  leaning  on  his  fork, 

Observ'd  the  flail's  incessant  work. 

In  thought  he  measur*d  all  his  store, 

His  geese,  his  hogs,  he  number 'd  o'er : 
In  fancy  weigh'd  the  fleeces  shorn, 
And  multiply'd  the  next  year's  corn. 
A  Barley-mow,  which  stood  beside, 
Thus  to  his  musing  master  cry'd : 
'  Say,  good  Sir,  is  it  fit  or  right, 
To  treat  me  with  neglect  and  slight? 
Me,  who  contribute  to  your  cheer, 
And  raise  your  mirth  with  ale  and  beer? 
Why  thus  insulted,  thus  disgrac'd, 
And  that  ^ile  Dunghill  near  me  plac'd  ? 
Are  those  poor  sweepings  of  a  groom, 
That  filthy  sight,  that  nauseous  fume, 
Meet  objects  here?  Command  it  hence  : 
A  thing  so  mean  must  give  offence.' 
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'The  humble  Dunghill  thus  reply'd: 
'  Thy  master  hears,  and  mocks  thy  pride: 
Insult  not  thus  the  meek  and  low; 
In  me  thy  benefactor  know; 
My  warm  assistance  gave  thee  birth, 
Or  thou  hadst  perish'd  low  in  earth  ; 
But  upstarts,  to  support  their  station, 
Cancel  at  once  all  obligation.' 

FABLE  XXXVI. 

Pythagoras  and  the  Countryman. 
Pythag'ras  rose  at  e^.rly  dawn, 
By  soaring  meditation  drawn; 
To  breathe  the  fragrance  of  the  day, 
Through  flow'ry  fields  he  took  his  way. 
In  musing  contemplation  warm, 
His  steps  misled  him  to  a  farm, 
Where  on  a  ladders  topmost  round, 
A  Peasant  stood ;  the  hammer's  sound 
Shook  the  weak  barn.     •  Say,  friend,  what  care, 
Calls  for  thy  honest  labour  there?' 

The  Clown  with  surly  voice  replies, 
'Vengeance  aloud  for  justice  cries. 
This  kite,  by  daily  rapine  fed, 
My  hens  annoy,  my  turkeys  dread. 
At  length  his  forfeit  life  hath  paid; 
See  on  the  wall  his  wings  display'd. 
Here  nail'd,  a  terror  to  his  kind, 
My  fowls  shall  future  safety  find ; 
My  yard  the  thriving  poultry  feed, 
And  my  barn's  refuse  fat  the  breed/ 

'  Friend,'  says  the  sage, '  the  doom  is  wise  ; 
For  public  good  the  murd'rer  dies. 
But  if  these  tyrants  of  the  air 
Demand  a  sentence  so  severe, 
Think  how  the  glutton,  man,  devours : 
What  bloody  feasts  regale  his  hours ! 
O  impudence  of  power  and  might, 
Thus  to  condemn  a  hawk  or  kite, 
When  thou,  perhaps,  carniv'rous  sinner, 
Hadst  pullets  yesterday  for  dinner  f 
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'  Hold !'  cry'd  the  Clown,  with  passion  heated, 
•  Shall  kites  and  men  alike  be  treated  ? 
When  heaven  the  world  with  creatures  stor'd, 
Man  was  ordain'd  their  sov'reign  lord.' 

*  Thus  tyrants  boast,'  the  Sage  reply'd, 
'  Whose  murders  spring  from  power  and  pride. 
Own  then  this  manlike  kite  is  slain 
Thy  greater  lux'ry  to  sustain  ; 
For  "petty  rogues  submit  to  fate. 
That  great  ones  may  enjoy  their  state."  ' 

FABLE  XXXVII. 
The  Farmer's  Wife  and  the  Raven. 
Why  are  those  tears?  why  droops  your  head? 
Is  then  your  other  husband  dead? 
Or  does  a  worse  disgrace  betide  : 
Hath  no  one  since  his  death  apply'd  ? 

Alas!   you  know  the  cause  too  well: 
The  salt  is  spilt,  to  me  it  fell. 
Then  to  contribute  to  my  loss, 
My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  across; 
On  Friday  too !  the  day  I  dread  ! 
Would  I  were  safe  at  home  in  bed ! 
Last  night  (I  vow  tfl  heav'n  'tis  true!) 
Bounce  from  the  fire  a  coffin  flew. 
Next  post  some  fatal  news  shall  tell : 
God  send  my  Cornish  friends  be  well ! 
Unhappy  widow  !  cease  thy  tears, 
Nor  feel  affliction  in  thy  fears. 
Let  not  thy  stomach  be  suspended, 
Eat  now,  and  weep  when  dinner's  ended; 
And  when  the  butler  clears  the  table, 
For  thy  desert  I'll  read  my  fable. 

Betwixt  her  swagging  panniers'  load, 
A  farmer's  wife  to  market  rode  ; 
And,  jogging  on,  with  thoughtful  care, 
Siimm'd  up  the  profits  of  her  ware ; 
When,  starting  from  her  silver  dream, 
Thus  far  and  wide  was  heard  her  scream  ; 

'That  Raven  on  yon  left-hand  oak 
(Curse  on  his  ill-betiding  croak) 
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Bodes  me  no  good.'     No  more  she  said, 
When  poor  blind  Ball,  with  stumbling  tread, 
Fell  prone:  o'erturn'd  the  panniers  lay, 
And  her  mash'd  eggs  bcstrew'd  the  way. 

She,  sprawling  in  the  yellow  road, 
Rail'd,  swore,  and  curs'd:  '  Thou  croaking  toad, 
A  murrain  take  thy  whoreson  throat! 
I  knew  misfortune  in  the  note.' 

'  Dame,'  quoth  the  Raven,  'spare  your  oaths. 
Unclench  your  fist,  and  wipe  your  clothes. 
But  why  on  me  those  curses  thrown  ? 
Goody,  the  fault  was  all  your  own; 
For  had  you  laid  this  brittle  ware 
On  Dun,  the  old  sure-footed  mare, 
Though  all  the  Ravens  of  the  hundred 
With  croaking  had  your  tongue  out-thunder'd, 
Sure-footed  Dun  had  kept  her  legs, 
And  you,  good  woman,  sav'd  your  eggs.' 

FABLE  XXXVIII. 

The  Turkey  and  the  Ant. 
In  other  men  we  faults  can  spy, 
And  blame  the  mote  that  dims  their  eye: 
Each  little  speck  and  blemish  find, 
To  our  own  stronger  errors  blind. 

A  Turkey,  tir'd  of  common  food, 
Forsook  the  barn,  and  sought  the  wood; 
Behind  her  ran  an  infant  train, 
Collecting  here  and  there  a  grain. 
'  Draw  near,  my  birds,'  the  mother  cries, 
'  This  hill  delicious  fare  supplies ; 
Behold,  the  busy  Negro  racel 
See,  millions  blacken  all  the  place  ! 
Fear  not.    Like  me  with  freedom  eat : 
An  Ant  i3  most  delightful  meat. 
How  bless'd,  how  envy'd  were  our  life, 
Could  we  but  'scape  the  poult'rers  knife  I 
But  man,  curs'd  man,  on  Turkeys  preys, 
And  Christmas  shortens  all  our  days  : 
Sometimes  with  oysters  we  combine, 
Sometimes  assist  the  sav'ry  chine. 
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Fror«  the  low  peasant  to  the  lord, 
The  Turkey  smokes  on  ev'ry  board. 
Sure  men  for  gluttony  are  curs'd, 
Of  the  sev'n  deadly  sins  the  worst.' 

An  Ant,  who  climb'd  beyond  her  reach, 
Thus  answer'd  from  the  neighb'ring  beech  : 
•  Ere  you  remark  another's  sin, 
Bid  thy  own  conscience  look  within: 
Control  thy  more  voracious  bill, 
Nor  for  a  breakfast  nations  kill.' 

FABLE  XXXIX. 

The  Father  and  Jupiter. 
The  Man  to  Jove  his  suit  preferr'd; 
He  begg'd  a  wife  :  his  pray'r  was  heard. 
Jove  wonder'd  at  his  bold  addressing, 
For  how  precarious  is  the  blessing! 

A  wife  he  takes.    And  now  for  heirs 
Again  he  worries  heav'n  with  pray'rs. 
Jove  nods  assent.    Two  hopeful  boys 
And  a  fine  girl  reward  his  joys. 

Now  more  solicitous  he  grew, 
And  set  their  future  lives  in  view; 
He  saw  that  all  respect  and  duty 
Were  paid  to  wealth,  to  pow'r,  and  beauty. 

'  Once  more,'  he  cries, '  accept  my  pray'r ; 
Make  my  lov'd  progeny  thy  care. 
Let  my  first  hope,  my  fav'rite  boy, 
All  Fortune's  richest  gifts  enjoy. 
My  next  with  strong  ambition  fire  : 
May  favour  teach  him  to  aspire, 
Till  he  the  step  of  pow'r  ascend, 
And  courtiers  to  their  idol  bend. 
With  ev'ry  grace,  with  ev'ry  charm, 
My  daughter's  perfect  features  arm: 
If  Heav'n  approve,  a  Father's  bless'd.' 
Jove  smiles,  and  grants  his  full  request. 

The  first,  a  miser  at  the  heart, 
Studious  of  ev'ry  griping  art, 
Heaps  hoards  on  hoards  with  anxious  paia, 
And  all  his  life  devotes  to  gain. 
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He  feels  no  joy,  his  cares  increase, 
He  neither  wakes  nor  sleeps  in  peace ; 
In  fancy 'd  want,  a  wretch  complete, 
He  starves,  and  yet  he  dares  not  eat. 

The  next  to  sudden  honours  grew : 
The  thriving  arts  of  courts  he  knew  : 
He  reach'd  the  height  of  pow'r  and  place, 
Then  fell,  the  victim  of  disgrace. 

Beauty  with  early  bloom  supplies 
His  daughter's  cheek,  and  points  her  eyes. 
The  vain  coquette  each  suit  disdains 
And  glories  in  her  lovers'  pains. 
With  age  she  fades,  each  lover  flies, 
Contemn'd,  forlorn,  she  pines  and  dies. 

When  Jove  the  Father's  grief  survey'd, 
And  heard  him  Heav'n  and  Fate  upbraid, 
Thus  spoke  the  god :  *  By  outward  show 
Men  judge  of  happiness  and  woe : 
Shall  ignorance  of  good  and  ill 
Dare  to  direct  th'  eternal  will  ? 
Seek  virtue ;  and  of  that  possess'd, 
To  providence  resign  the  rest. 

FABLE  XL. 

The  two  Monkeys. 
The  learned,  full  of  inward  pride, 
The  fops  of  outward  show  deride ; 
The  fop,  with  learning  at  defiance, 
Scoffs  at  the  pedant  and  the  science : 
The  Don,  a  formal,  solemn  strutter, 
Despises  Monsieur's  airs  and  flutter; 
While  Monsieur  mocks  the  "formal  fool, 
Who  looks,  and  speaks,  and  walks  by  rule. 
Britain,  a  medley  of  the  twain, 
As  pert  as  France,  as  grave  as  Spain ; 
In  fancy  wiser  than  the  rest, 
Laughs  at  them  both,  of  both  the  jest. 
Is  not  the  poet's  chiming  close 
Censur'd  by  all  the  sons  of  prose  1 
While  bards  of  quick  imagination 
Despise  the  sleepy  prose  narration. 
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Men  laugh  at  apes,  they  men  contemn, 
For  what  are  we,  but  apes  to  them  1 

Two  Monkeys  went  to  Southwark  fair, 
No  critics  had  a  sourer  air; 
They  forc'd  their  way  through  draggled  folks, 
Who  gap'd  to  catch  Jackpudding's  jokes; 
Then  took  their  tickets  for  the  show, 
And  got,  by  chance,  the  foremost  row. 
To  see  their  grave  observing  face, 
Provok'd  a  laugh  through  all  the  place. 

'  Brother,'  says  Pug,  and  turn'd  his  head, 
'The  rabble  's  monstrously  ill-bred  !' 

Now,  through  the  booth  loud  hisses  ran  ; 
Nor  ended  till  the  show  began. 
The  tumbler  whirls  the  flip-flap  round, 
With  somersets  he  shakes  the  ground; 
The  cord  beneath  the  dancer  springs ; 
Aloft  in  air  the  vaulter  swings  ; 
Distorted  now,  now  prone  depends, 
Now  through  his  twisted  arms  ascends  : 
The  crowd,  in  wonder  and  delight, 
With  clapping  hands  applaud  the  sight. 
With  smiles,  quoth  Pug,  '  If  pranks  like  these 
The  giant  apes  of  reason  please, 
How  would  they  wonder  at  our  arts, 
They  must  adore  us  for  our  parts. 
High  on  the  twig  I've  seen  you  cling ; 
Play,  twist,  and  turn,  in  airy  ring: 
How  can  those  clumsy  things,  like  me, 
Fly  with  a  bound  from  tree  to  tree  ? 
But  yet,  by  this  applause,  we  find 
These  emulators  of  our  kind 
Discern  our  worth,  our  parts  regard, 
Who  our  mean  mimics  thus  reward.' 

'  Brother,'  the  grinning  mate  replies, 
1  In  this  I  grant  that  man  is  wise. 
While  good  example  they  pursue, 
We  must  allow  some  praise  is  due ; 
But  when  they  strain  beyond  their  guide, 
I  laugh  to  scorn  the  mimic  pride. 
For  how  fantastic  is  the  sight, 
To  meet  men  always  bolt  upright, 
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Because  we  sometimes  walk  on  two ! 
1  hate  the  imitating  crew.' 

FABLE  XLI. 

The  Owl  and  the  Farmer. 

An  Owl  of  grave  deport  and  mien, 
Who  (like  the  Turk)  was  seldom  seen, 
Within  a  barn  had  chose  his  station, 
As  fit  for  prey  and  contemplation. 
Upon  a  beam  aloft  he  sits, 
And  nods,  and  seems  to  think,  by  fits. 
So  have  I  seen  a  man  of  news, 
Or  Postboy,  or  Gazette  peruse ; 
Smoke,  nod,  and  talk  with  voice  profound, 
And  fix  the  fate  of  Europe  round. 
Sheaves  pil'd  on  sheaves  hid  all  the  floor. 
At  dawn  of  morn,  to  view  his  store 
The  Farmer  came.    The  hooting  guest 
His  self  importance  thu3  express'd  : 

'  Reason  in  man  is  mere  pretence  : 
'  How  weak,  how  shallow  is  his  sense ! 
To  treat  with  scorn  the  Bird  of  Night, 
Declares  his  folly  or  his  spite. 
Then  too,  how  partial  is  his  praise! 
The  lark's,  the  linnet's  chirping  lays 
To  his  ill-judging  ears  are  fine; 
And  nightingales  are  all  divine. 
But  the  more  knowing  feather'd  race 
See  wisdom  stamp'd  upon  my  face. 
Whene'er  to  visit  light  I  deign, 
What  flocks  of  fowls  compose  my  train  ! 
Like  slaves,  they  crowd  my  flight  behind, 
And  own  me  of  superior  kind.' 

The  farmer  laugh'd,  and  thus  reply'd  : 
'  Thou  dull  important  lump  of  pride, 
Dar'st  thou,  with  that  harsh  grating  tongue 
Depreciate  birds  of  warbling  song? 
Indulge  thy  spleen.     Know,  men  and  fowl 
Regard  thee,  as  thou  art,  an  Owl. 
Besides,  proud  blockhead,  be  not  vain 
Of  what  thou  call'st  thy  slaves  and  train. 
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Few  follow  wisdom  or  her  rules ; 
Fools  in  derision  follow  fools.' 

FABLE  XLII. 

The  Jugglers. 

A  Juggler  long  through  all  the  town 
Had  rais'd  his  fortune  and  renown ; 
You'd  think  (so  far  his  art  transcends) 
The  Devil  at  his  fingers'  ends. 

Vice  heard  his  fame,  she  read  his  bill; 
Convinc'd  of  his  inferior  skill, 
She  sought  his  booth,  and  from  the  crowd 
Defied  the  man  of  art  aloud: 

*  Is  this  then  he  so  fam'd  for  slight? 
Can  this  slow  bungler  cheat  your  sight? 
Dares  he  with  me  dispute  the  prize; 
I  leave  it  to  impartial  eyes.' 

Provok'd,  the  Juggler  cried,  "Tis  done ! 
In  science  I  submit  to  none.' 

Thus  said,  the  cups  and  balls  he  play'd  : 
By  turns,  this  here,  that  there,  convey'd. 
The  cards  obedient  to  his  words, 
Are  by  a  fillip  turn'd  to  birds. 
His  little  boxes  change  the  grain: 
Trick  after  trick  deludes  the  train. 
He  shakes  his  bag,  he  shews  all  fair; 
His  fingers  spread,  and  nothing  there ; 
Then  bids  it  rain  with  showers  of  gold  ; 
And  now  his  iv'ry  eggs  are  told. 
But  when  from  thence  the  hen  he  draws, 
Amaz'd  spectators  hum  applause. 

Vice  now  stept  forth,  and  took  the  place, 
With  all  the  forms  of  his  grimace. 

1  This  magic  looking-glass,'  she  cries 
'  (There,  hand  it  round),  will  charm  your  eyes.' 
Each  eager  eye  the  sight  desir'd, 
And  ev'ry  man  himself  admir'd. 

Next  to  a  senator  addressing ; 
'  See  this  bank-note;  observe  the  blessing. 
Breathe  on  the  bill.     Heigh,  pass!  'tis  gone:' 
Upon  his  lips  a  padlock  shewn. 
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A  second  puff  the  magic  broke ; 
The  padlock  vanish'd,  and  he  spoke. 

Twelve  bottles  rang'd  upon  the  board, 
All  full,  with  heady  liquor  stor'd, 
By  clean  conveyance  disappear ; 
And  now  two  bloody  swords  are  there. 

A  pur3e  she  to  a  thief  expos'd ; 
At  once  his  ready  fingers  clos'd : 
He  opes  his  fist,  the  treasure 's  fled ; 
He  sees  a  halter  in  its  stead. 

She  bids  Ambition  hold  a  wand ; 
He  grasps  a  hatchet  in  his  hand. 

A  box  of  charity  she  shews. 
'  Blow  here!'  and  a  churchwarden  blows, 
'Tis  vanish'd  with  conveyance  neat, 
And  on  the  table  smokes  a  treat. 

She  shakes  the  dice,  the  board  she  knocks 
And  from  all  pockets  fills  her  box. 

She  next  a  meagre  rake  address'd : 
'  This  picture  see;  her  shape,  her  breast! 
What  youth,  and  what  inviting  eyes ! 
Hold  her,  and  have  her.'     With  surprise, 
His  hand  expos'd  a  box  of  pills, 
And  a  loud  laugh  proclaim'd  his  ills. 

A  counter,  in  a  miser's  hand, 
Grew  twenty  guineas  at  command. 
She  bids  his  heir  the  sum  retain, 
And  'tis  a. counter  now  again. 
A  guinea  with  her  touch  you  see 
Take  ev'ry  shape  but  Charity ; 
And  not  one  thing  you  saw  or  drew, 
But  chang'd  from  what  was  first  in  view. 

The  juggler  now  in  grief  of  heart, 
With  this  submission  own'd  her  art : 

'  Can  I  such  matchless  slight  withstand? 
How  practice  hath  improv'd  your  hand! 
But  now  and  then  I  cheat  the  throng ; 
You  ev'ry  day,  and  all  day  long.' 
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FABLE  XLIII. 
The  Council  of  Horses. 
Upon  a  time  a  neighing  steed, 
Who  graz'd  among  a  num'rous  breed, 
With  mutiny  had  fir'd  the  train, 
And  spread  dissension  through  the  plain : 
On  matters  that  concern'd  the  state 
The  council  met  in  grand  debate. 
A  Colt,  whose  eye-balls  flam'd  with  ire, 
Elate  with  strength  and  youthful  fire, 
In  haste  stept  forth  before  the  rest, 
And  thus  the  list'ning  throng  address'd : 

*  Good  gods !  how  abject  is  our  race, 
Condemn'd  to  slav'ry  and  disgrace! 
Shall  we  our  servitude  retain, 
Because  our  sires  have  borne  the  chain  ? 
Consider,  friends,  your  strength  and  might: 
'Tis  conquest  to  assert  your  right. 
How  cumbrous  is  the  gilded  coach ! 
The  pride  of  man  is  our  reproach. 
Were  we  design'd  for  daily  toil, 
To  drag  the  plough-share  through  the  soil, 
To  sweat  in  harness  through  the  road, 
To  groan  beneath  the  carrier's  load  ? 
How  feeble  are  the  two-legg'd  kind ; 
What  force  is  in  our  nerves  combin'd ! 
Shall  then  our  nobler  jaws  submit 
To  foam  and  champ  the  galling  bit  ? 
Shall  haughty  man  my  back  bestride  ? 
Shall  the  sharp  spur  provoke  my  side? 
Forbid  it,  heavens !  reject  the  rein ; 
Your  shame,  your  infamy  disdain. 
Let  him  the  lion  first  control, 
And  still  the  tiger's  famish'd  growl. 
Let  us,  like  them,  our  freedom  claim, 
And  make  him  tremble  at  our  name.' 
A  general  nod  approv'd  the  cause, 
And  all  the  circle  neigh'd  applause, 
When,  lo !  with  grave  and  solemn  pace, 
A  Steed  advanc'd  before  the.  race, 
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With  age  and  long  experience  wise; 
Around  he  cast  his  thoughtful  eyes, 
And,  to  the  murmurs  of  the  train, 
Thus  spoke  the  Nestor  of  the  plain  : 

•  When  I  had  health  and  strength  like  you, 
The  toils  of  servitude  1  knew. 
Now  grateful  man  rewards  my  pains, 
And  gives  me  all  these  wide  domains. 
At  will  I  crop  the  year's  increase : 
My  latter  life  is  rest  and  peace. 
1  grant  to  man  we  lend  our  pains, 
And  aid  him  to  correct  the  plains. 
But  doth  not  he  divide  the  care, 
Through  all  the  labours  of  the  year? 
How  many  thousand  structures  rise 
To  fence  us  from  inclement  skies ! 
For  us  he  bears  the  sultry  day, 
And  stores  up  all  our  winter's  hay. 
He  sows,  he  reaps  the  harvest's  gain, 
We  share  the  toil,  and  share  the  grain. 
Since  ev'ry  creature  was  decreed 
To  aid  each  other's  mutual  need, 
Appease  your  discontented  mind, 
And  act  the  part  by  Heaven  assign'd.' 

The  tumult  ceas'd.    The  Colt  submitted  ; 
And,  like  his  ancestors,  was  bitted. 

FABLE  XLIV. 

The  Hound  and  the  Hutitsman. 

Impertinence  at  first  is  borne 
With  heedless  slight,  or  smiles  of  scorn ; 
Teaz'd  into  wrath,  what  patience  bears 
The  noisy  fool  who  perseveres? 

The  morning  wakes,  the  Huntsman  sounds, 
At  once  rush  forth  the  joyful  hounds. 
They  seek  the  wood  with  eager  pace, 
Through  bush,  through  brier,  explore  the  chase. 
Now  scatter'd  wide,  they  try  the  plain, 
And  snuff  the  dewy  turf  in  Tain. 
What  care,  what  industry,  what  pains ! 
What  universal  silence  reigns! 
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Ring  wood,  a  dog  of  little  fame, 
Young,  pert,  and  ignorant  of  game, 
At  once  displays  his  babbling  throat: 
The  pack,  regardless  of  the  note, 
Pursue  the  scent;  with  louder  strain 
He  still  persists  to  vex  the  train. 

The  Huntsman  to  the  clamour  flies ; 
The  smacking  lash  he  Smartly  plies. 
His  ribs  all  welk'd,  with  howling  tone 
The  puppy  thus  express'd  his  moan  : 

'  I  know  the  music  of  my  tongue 
Long  since  the  pack  with  envy  stung. 
What  will  not  spite?  These  bitter  smarts 
I  owe  to  my  superior  parts.' 

•  When  puppies  prate,'  the  Huntsman  cried, 
'  They  shew  both  ignorance  and  pride : 
Fools  may  our  scorn,  not  envy,  raise, 
For  envy  is  a  kind  of  praise. 
Had  not  thy  forward  noisy  tongue 
Proclaim'd  thee  always  in  the  wrong, 
Thou  might'st  have  mingled  with  the  rest, 
And  ne'er  thy  foolish  nose  confessed. 
But  fools,  to  talking  ever  prone, 
Are  sure  to  make  their  follies  known.' 

FABLE  XLV. 

The  Poet  and  the  Rose. 

I  hate  the  man  who  builds  his  name 
On  ruins  of  another's  fame. 
Thus  prudes,  by  characters  o'erthrown, 
Imagine  that  they  raise  their  own. 
Thus  scribblers,  covetous  of  praise, 
Think  slander  can  transplant  the  bays. 
Beauties  and  bards  have  equal  pride; 
With  both  all  rivals  are  decried. 
Who  praises  Lesbia's  eyes  and  feature, 
Must  call  her  sister,  awkward  creature 
For  the  kind  flatfry 's  sure  to  charm, 
When  we  some  other  nymph  disarm. 
As  in  the  cool  of  early  day 
A  Poet  sought  the  sweets  of  May, 
D  2 
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The  garden's  fragrant  breath  ascends, 
And  ev'ry  stalk  with  odour  bends. 
A  Rose  he  pluck'd,  he  gaz'd,  admir'd, 
Thus  singing  as  the  Muse  inspir'd  : 

'  Go,  Rose,  ray  Chloe's  bosom  grace  ; 

How  happy  should  I  prove, 
Might  I  supply  that  pnvied  p'ace 

With  never-fading  love! 
There,  Phoenix-like,  beneath  her  eye, 
Involv'd  in  fragrance,  burn  and  die  ! 

'  Know,  hapless  flow'r,  that  thou  shalt  find 

More  fragrant  roses  there ; 
I  see  thy  with'ring  head  reclin'd 

With  envy  and  despair! 
One  common  fate  we  both  must  prove; 
You  die  with  envy,  I  with  love.' 

'  Spare  your  comparisons,'  replied 
An  angry  Rose,  who  grew  beside: 
*  Of  all  mankind  you  should  not  flout  us; 
What  can  a  Poet  do  without  us? 
In  ev'ry  love-song  roses  bloom ; 
We  lend  you  colour  and  perfume. 
Does  it  to  Chloe's  charms  conduce, 
To  found  her  praise  on  our  abuse  ? 
Must  we,  to  flatter  her,  be  made 
To  wither,  envy,  pine,  and  fade?' 

FABLE  XLVI. 

The  Cur,  the  Horse,  and  the  Shepherd's  Dog. 

The  lad  of  all-sufficient  merit, 
With  modesty  ne'er  damps  his  spirit; 
Presuming  on  his  own  deserts, 
On  all  alike  his  tongue  exerts; 
His  noisy  jokes  at  random  throws, 
And  pertly  spatters  friends  and  foes; 
In  wit  and  war  the  bully  race 
Contribute  to  their  own  disgrace. 
Too  late  the  forward  youth  shall  find 
That  jokes  are  sometimes  paid  in  kind ; 
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Or  if  they  canker  in  the  breast, 
He  makes  a  foe  who  makes  a  jest. 

A  village  cur,  of  snappish  race, 
The  pertest  puppy  of  the  place, 
Iruagin'd  that  his  treble  throat 
Was  bless'd  with  music's  sweetest  note ; 
In  the  mid-road  he  basking  lay, 
The  yelping  nuisance  of  the  way; 
For  not  a  creature  pass'd  along, 
But  had  a  sample  of  his  song. 

Soon  as  the  trotting  steed  he  hears, 
He  starts,  he  cocks  his  dapper  ears; 
Away  he  scours,  assaults  his  hoof: 
Now  near  him  snarls,  now  barks  aloof; 
With  shrill  impertinence  attends ; 
Nor  leaves  him  till  the  village  ends. 

It  chanc'd,  upon  his  evil  day, 
A  Pad  came  pacing  down  the  way ; 
The  Cur,  with  never-ceasing  tongue, 
Upon  the  passing  trav'ller  sprung. 
The  horse  from  scorn  provok'd  to  ire, 
Flung  backward ;  rolling  in  the  mire 
The  Puppy  howl'd,  and  bleeding  lay: 
The  Pad  in  peace  pursu'd  his  way. 

A  Shepherd's  Dog,  who  saw  the  deed, 
Detesting  the  vexatious  breed, 
Bespoke  him  thus :  '  When  coxcombs  prate, 
They  kindle  wrath,  contempt,  or  hate ; 
Thy  teazing  tongue  had  judgment  ty'd, 
Thou  hadst  not  like  a  puppy  dy'd.' 

FABLE  XLVII. 

The  Court  of  Death. 
Death,  on  a  solemn  night  of  state, 
In  all  his  pomp  of  terror  sate ; 
Th'  attendants  of  his  gloomy  reign, 
Diseases  dire,  a  ghastly  train! 
Crowd  the  vast  court.    With  hollow  tone 
A  voice  thus  thunder'd  from  the  throne : 

•  This  night  our  minister  we  name, 
Let  ev'ry  servant  speak  his  claim ; 
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Merit  shall  bear  this  ebon  wand.' 

All,  at  the  word,  stretch'd  forth  their  hand. 

Fever,  with  burning  heat  possess'd, 
Advanc'd,  and  for  the  wand  address'd : 

•  I  to  the  weekly  bills  appeal, 
Let  those  express  my  fervent  zeal; 
On  ev'ry  slight  occasion  near, 
With  violence  I  persevere.' 

Next  Gout  appears  with  limping  pace, 
Pleads  how  he  shifts  from  place  to  place ; 
From  head  to  foot  how  swift  he  flies, 
And  ev'ry  joint  and  sinew  plies; 
Still  working  when  he  seems  suppress'd, 
A  most  tenacious  stubborn  guest. 

A  haggard  Spectre  from  the  crew 
Crawls  forth,  and  thus  asserts  his  due: 

'  'Tis  I  who  taint  the  sweetest  joy, 
And  in  the  shape  of  love  destroy  : 
My  shanks,  sunk  eyes,  and  noseless  face, 
Prove  my  pretension  to  the  place.' 

Stone  urg'd  his  ever-growing  force. 
And  next  Consumption's  meagre  corse, 
With  feeble  voice  that  scarce  was  heard, 
Broke  with  short  coughs,  his  suit  preferr'd ; 

*  Let  none  object  my  ling'ring  way, 
I  gain,  like  Fabius,  by  delay; 
Fatigue  and  weaken  ev'ry  foe 

By  long  attack,  secure  though  slow.' 
Plague  represents  his  rapid  pow'r, 
Who  thinn'd  a  nation  in  an  hour. 
All  spoke  their  claim,  and  hop'd  the  wand. 
Now  expectation  hush'd  the  band, 
When  thus  the  Monarch  from  the  throne: 

'  Merit  was  ever  modest  known. 
What !  no  physician  speak  his  right ! 
None  here!  but  fees  their  toils  requite. 
Let  then  Intemp'rance  take  the  wand, 
Who  fills  with  gold  their  zealous  hand. 
You,  Fever,  Gout,  and  all  the  rest 
(Whom  wary  men,  as  foes  detest), 
Forego  your  claim,  no  more  pretend : 
Intemp'rance  is  esteem'd  a  friend ; 
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He  shares  their  mirth,  their  social  joys, 
Ad<1,  as  a  courted  guest  destroys. 
The  charge  on  him  must  justly  fall, 
Who  finds  employment  for  you  all.' 

FABLE  XLVIII. 
The  Gardener  and  the  Hog. 
A  Gard'ner  of  peculiar  taste, 
On  a  young  Hog"his  favour  plac'd; 
Who  fed  not  with  the  common  herd; 
His  tray  was  to  the  hall  preferr'd. 
He  wallow 'd  underneath  the  board, 
Or  in  his  master's  chamber  snor'd; 
Who  fondly  strok'd  him  ev'ry  day, 
And  taught  him  all  the  puppy's  play. 
Where'er  he  went,  the  grunting  friend 
Ne'er  fail'd  his  pleasure  to  attend. 

As  on  a  time,  the  loving  pair 
Walk'd  forth  to  tend  the  garden's  care, 
The  Master  thus  address'd  the  Swine  : 

'  My  house,  my  garden,  all  is  thine. 
On  turnips  feast  whene'er  you  please, 
And  riot  in  my  beans  and  peas ; 
If  the  potatoe's  taste  delight, 
Or  the  red  carrot's  sweet  invite, 
Indulge  thy  morn  and  ev'ning  hours, 
But  let  due  care  regard  my  flow'rs: 
My  tulips  are  my  garden's  pride, 
What  vast  expense  those  beds  supply'd !' 

The  Hog  by  chance  one  morning  roam'd 
Where  with  new  ale  the  vessels  foam'd. 
He  munches  now  ths  steaming  grains, 
Now  with  full  swill  the  liquor  drains, 
Intoxicating  fumes  arise; 
He  reels,  he  rolls  his  winking  eyes ; 
Then  stagg'ring  through  the  garden,  scours 
And  treads  down  painted  ranks  of  flow'rs. 
With  delving  snout  he  turns  the  soil, 
And  cools  his  palate  with  the  spoil. 

The  master  came,  the  ruin  spy'd, 
'  Villain,  suspend  thy  rage!'  he  cry'd; 
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'  Hast  thou,  thou  most  ungrateful  sot, 
My  charge,  my  only  charge  forgot? 
What,  all  my  flow'rs!' — No  more  he  said, 
But  gaz'd,  and  sigh'd,  and  hung  his  head. 

The  Hog  with  stutt'ring  speech  returns: 
'  Explain,  Sir,  why  your  anger  burns. 
See  there,  untouch'd,  your  tulips  strown, 
For  I  devour'd  the  roots  alone.' 

At  this  the  Gard'ner's  passion  grows; 
From  oaths  and  threats  he  fell  to  blows. 
The  stubborn  brute  the  blow  sustains; 
Assaults  his  leg,  and  tears  the  veins. 

Ah  foolish  swain !  too  late  you  find 
That  sties  were  for  such  friends  design'd ! 
Homeward  he  limps  with  painful  pace, 
Reflecting  thus  on  past  disgrace  : 

'  Who  cherishes  a  brutal  mate, 
Shall  mourn  their  folly  soon  or  late.' 

FABLE  XLIX. 

The  Man  and  the  Flea. 
Whether  on  earth,  in  air,  or  main, 
Sure  ev'ry  thing  alive  is  vain ! 

Does  not  the  hawk  all  fowls  survey, 
As  destin'd  only  for  his  prey  1 
And  do  not  tyrants,  prouder  things, 
Think  men  were  born  for  slaves  to  kings'? 

When  the  crab  views  the  pearly  strands, 
Or  Tagus,  bright  with  golden  sands  ; 
Or  crawls  beside  the  coral  grove, 
And  hears  the  ocean  roll  above ; 
•  Nature  is  too  profuse,' — says  he, 
'  Who  gave  all  these  to  pleasure  me  !' 
When  bord'ring  pinks  and  roses  bloom, 
And  ev'ry  garden  breathes  perfume: 
When  peaches  glow  with  sunny  dyes, 
Like  Laura's  cheek,  when  blushes  rise ; 
When  with  huge  figs  the  branches  bend, 
When  clusters  from  the  vine  depend ; 
The  snail  looks  round  on  flow'r  and  tree, 
And  cries,  « All  these  were  made  for  me !' 
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'  What  dignity  's  in  human  nature?" 
Says  Man,  the  most  conceited  creature, 
As  from  a  cliff  he  casts  his  eye, 
And  view'd  the  sea  and  arched  sky ; 
The  sun  was  sunk  beneath  the  main ; 
The  moon  and  all  the  starry  train , 
Hung  the  vast  vault  of  heav'n.     The  Man 
His  contemplation  thus  began: 

•  When  I  behold  this  glorious  show, 
And  the  wide  wat'ry  world  below, 
The  scaly  people  of  the  main, 

The  beasts  that  range  the  wood  or  plain, 

The  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air, 

The  day,  the  night,  the  various  year, 

And  know  all  these  by  heav'n  design'd 

As  gifts  to  pleasure  human  kind; 

I  cannot  raise  my  worth  too  high ; 

Of  what  vast  consequence  am  I !' 

•  Not  of  th'  importance  you  suppose,' 
Replies  a  Flea  upon  his  nose. 

•  Be  humble,  learn  thyself  to  scan, 
Know,  pride  was  never  made  for  man. 
'Tis  vanity  that  swells  thy  mind. 
What,  heav'n  and  earth  for  thee  design'd! 
For  thee,  made  only  for  our  need, 
That  more  important  Fleas  might  feed.' 

FABLE  L. 

The  Hare  and  many  Friends. 
Friendship,  like  love,  is  but  a  name, 
Unless  to  one  you  stint  the  flame. 
The  child  whom  many  fathers  share, 
Hath  seldom  known  a  father's  care. 
'Tis  thus  in  friendships ;  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 
A  Hare,  who  in  a  civil  way, 
Comply 'd  with  ev'ry  thing,  like  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  the  beastial  train 
That  haunt  the  wood  or  graze  the  plain  ; 
Her  care  was,  never  to  offend, 
And  ev'ry  creature  was  her  friend. 


SO  GAY'S  FABLES. 

As  forth  she  went  at  early  dawn, 
To  taste  the  dew-besprinkled  lawn, 
Behind  she  hears  the  hunters'  cries, 
And  from  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  flies. 
She  starts,  she  stops,  she  pants  for  breath ; 
She  hears  the  near  advance  of  death; 
She  doubles  to  mislead  the  hound, 
And  measures  back  her  mazy  round ; 
Till  fainting  in  the  public  way, 
Half  dead  with  fear  she  gasping  lay. 

What  transport  in  her  bosom  grew, 
When  first  the  Horse  appear'd  in  Anew  ! 

•  Let  me,'  says  she, '  your  back  ascend, 
And  owe  my  safety  to  a  friend. 
You  know  my  feet  betray  my  flight; 
To  friendship  ev'ry  burden  's  light. 

The  Horse  reply'd, '  Poor  honest  Puss, 
It  grieves  my  heart  to  see  thee  thus. 
Be  comforted ;  relief  is  near, 
For  all  your  friends  are  in  the  rear.' 

She  next  the  stately  Bull  implor'd, 
And  thus  reply'd  the  mighty  lord: 

'  Since  ev'ry  beast  alive  can  tell 
That  1  sincerely  wish  you  well, 
I  may,  without  offence,  pretend 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
Love  calls  me  hence;  a  fav'rite  cow 
Expects  me  near  yon  barley-mow ; 
And  when  a  lady  's  in  the  case, 
You  know  all  other  things  give  place. 
To  leave  you  thus  might  seem  unkind, 
But  see,  the  Goat  is  just  behind.' 

The  Goat  remark'd  her  pulse  was  high, 
Her  languid  head,  her  heavy  eye: 

'  My  back,'  says  he, '  may  do  you  harm; 
The  sheep's  at  hand,  and  wool  is  warm.' 

The  Sbeep  was  feeble,  and  complain'd 
His  sides  a  load  of  wool  sustain'd ; 
Said  he  was  slow,  confess'd  his  fears ; 
For  hounds  eat  Sheep  as  well  as  Hares. 

She  now  the  trotting  calf  address'd, 
To  save  from  death  a  friend  distress'd. 
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'  Shall  I,'  says  he, '  of  tender  age, 
In  this  important  care  engage !       * 
Older  and  abler  pass'd  you  by; 
How  strong  are  those !  how  weak  am  I .' 
Should  I  presume  to  bear  you  hence, 
Those  friends  of  mine  may  take  offence. 
Excuse  me<hen.     You  know  my  heart, 
But  dearest  friends,  alas !  must  part. 
How  shall  we  all  lament!  Adieu: 
For  see  the  hounds  are  just  in  view.* 
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PART  II. 


These  Fables  were  finished  by  Mr.  Gay,  and  intended  for  the 
press,  a  short  time  before  his  de-Uh ;  when  they  were  left,  with 
his  other  papers,  to  the  care  of  hi>  noble  friend  and  patron  the 
Duke  of  Queensbury,  who  pernutted  them  to  be  printed  from 
the  originals  in  the  author's  own  hand-writing. 


FABLE  I. 

The  Dog  and  the  Fox. 

To  a  Lawyer. 

I  know  you  Lawyers  can,  with  ease, 
Twist  words  and  meanings  as  you  please ; 
That  language,  by  your  skill  made  pliant, 
Will  bend  to  favour  evYy  client; 
That  'tis  the  fee  directs  the  sense, 
To  make  out  either  side's  pretence. 
When  you  peruse  the  clearest  case, 
You  see  it  with  a  double  face  : 
For  scepticism  's  your  profession ; 
You  hold  there 's  doubt  in  all  expression. 

Hence  is  the  bar  with  fees  supply'd, 
Hence  eloquence  takes  either  side. 
Your  hand  would  have  but  paltry  gleaning, 
Could  every  man  express  his  meaning. 
Who  dares  presume  to  pen  a  deed, 
Unless  you  previously  are  fee'd  1 
'Tis  drawn  ;  and  to  augment  the  cost, 
In  dull  prolixity  engross'd. 
And  now  we're  well  secur'd  by  law, 
Till  the  next  brother  find  a  flaw. 

Read  o'er  a  will.    Was  't  ever  known, 
But  you  could  make  the  will  your  own'? 
For  when  you  read,  'tis  with  intent 
To  find  out  meanings  never  meant. 
Since  things  are  thus,  se  defendendo, 
I  bar  fallacious  inuendo. 
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Sagacious  Porta's  skill  could  trace 
Some  beast  or  bird  in  ev'ry  face. 
The  head,  the  eye,  the  nose's  shape, 
Prov'd  this  an  owl,  and  that  an  ape. 
When,  in  the  sketches  thus  design'd, 
Resemblance  brings  some  friend  to  mind, 
You  shew  the  piece,  and  give  the  hint, 
And  find  each  feature  in  the  print ; 
So  monstrous-like  the  portrait's  found, 
All  know  it,  and  the  laugh  goes  round. 
Like  him  I  draw  from  gen'ral  nature ; 
Is't  I  or  you  then  fix  the  satire"? 

So,  Sir,  I  beg  you  spare  your  pains 
In  making  comments  on  my  strains. 
All  private  slander  I  detest, 
I  judge  not  of  my  neighbour's  breast ; 
Party  and  prejudice  I  hate, 
And  write  no  libels  on  the  state. 

Shall  not  my  fable  censure  vice, 
Because  a  knave  is  over-nice? 
And  lest  the  guilty  hear  and  dread, 
Shall  not  the  decalogue  be  read? 
If  I  lash  vice  in  gen'ral  fiction, 
Is  't  I  apply,  or  self-conviction  ? 
Brutes  are  my  theme.    Am  I  to  blame, 
If  men  in  morals  are  the  same? 
I  no  man  call  an  ape  or  ass; 
"Tis  his  own  conscience  holds  the  glass. 
Thus  void  of  all  offence  I  write : 
Who  claims  the  fable,  knows  his  right. 

A  shepherd's  Dog,  unskill'd  in  sports, 
Pick'd  up  acquaintance  of  all  sorts : 
Among  the  rest  a  Fox  he  knew : 
By  frequent  chat  their  friendship  grew. 

Says  Reynard, !  'Tis  a  cruel  case, 
That  man  should  stigmatize  our  race. 
No  doubt,  among  us  rogues  yotf  find, 
As  among  dogs  and  human  kind; 
And  yet  (unknown  to  me  and  you) 
There  may  be  honest  men  and  true. 
Thus  slander  tries,  whate'er  it  can, 
To  put  us  on  the  foot  with  man. 
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Let  my  own  actions  recommend ; 
No  prejudice  can  blind  a  friend : 
You  know  me  free  from  all  disguise ; 
My  honour  as  my  life  I  prize.' 

By  talk  like  this,  from  all  mistrust 
The  Dog  was  cur'd,  and  thought  him  just. 

As  on  a  time  the  Fox  held  forth 
On  conscience,  honesty,  and  worth, 
Sudden  he  stopp'd;  he  cock'd  his  ear; 
Low  dropp'd  his  brushy  tail  with  fear. 

•  Bless  us !  the  hunters  are  abroad ! 
What's  all  that  clatter  on  the  road?' 

'  Hold,'  says  the  Dog,  *  we're  safe  from  harm, 
'Twas  nothing  but  a  false  alarm ; 
At  yonder  town  'tis  market-day  : 
Some  farmer's  wife  is  on  the  way; 
'Tis  so  (I  know  her  pyebald  mare), 
Dame  Dobbins  with  her  poultry-ware.' 

Reynard  grew  huff.    Says  he, '  This  sneer 
From  you  I  little  thought  to  hear : 
Your  meaning  in  your  looks  I  see : 
Pray  what's  dame  Dobbins,  friend,  to  me  ? 
Did  I  e'er  make  her  poultry  thinner  ? 
Prove  that  I  owe  the  dame  a  dinner!' 

'  Friend,'  quoth  the  Cur, '  I  meant  no  harm, 
Then  why  so  captious?  why  so  warm? 
My  words,  in  common  acceptation, 
Could  never  give  this  provocation. 
No  lamb  (for  aught  I  ever  knew) 
May  be  more  innocent  than  you.' 

At  this,  gall'd  Reynard  winc'd  and  swore 
Such  language  ne'er  was  giv'n  before. 
'  What's  lamb  to  me  ?  This  saucy  hint 
Shews  me,  base  knave,  which  way  you  squint. 
If  t'other  night  your  master  lost 
Three  lambs,  am  I  to  pay  the  cost? 
Your  vile  reflections  would  imply 
That  I'm  the  thief.     You  Dog,  you  lie !' 

'Thou  knave,  thou  fool,'  the  Dog  reply'd, 
'The  name  is  just,  take  either  side : 
Thy  guilt  these  applications  speak ; 
Sirrah,  'tis  conscience  makes  you  squeak!' 
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So  saying,  on  the  Fox  he  flies, 
The  self-convicted  felon  dies. 


FABLE  II. 

The  Vulture,  Sparrow,  and  other  Birds. 
To  a  Friend  in  the  Country. 
Ere  I  begin,  I  must  premise 
Our  ministers  are  good  and  wise; 
So,  though  malicious  tongues  apply, 
Pray,  what  care  they,  or  what  care  I? 

If  I  am  free  with  courts,  be  't  known, 
I  ne'er  presume  to  mean  our  own. 
If  gen'ral  morals  seem  to  joke 
On  ministers,  and  such-like  folk, 
A  captious  fool  may  take  offence  ; 
What  then?  He  knows  his  own  pretence. 
I  meddle  with  no  state  affairs, 
But  spare  my  jest  to  save  my  ears. 
Our  present  schemes  are  too  profound 
For  Machiavel  himself  to  sound  : 
To  censure  'em  I  've  no  pretension ; 
I  own  they  're  past  my  comprehension. 

You  say  your  brother  wants  a  place 
('Tis  many  a  younger  brother's  case), 
And  that  he  very  soon  intends 
To  ply  the  court  and  teaze  his  friends. 
If  there  his  merits  chance  to  find 
A  patriot  of  an  open  mind, 
Whose  constant  actions  prove  him  just 
To  both  a  king's  and  people's  trust ; 
May  he,  with  gratitude,  attend, 
And  owe  his  rise  to  such  a  friend. 

You  praise  his  parts,  for  bus'ness  fit, 
His  learning,  probity,  and  wit : 
But  those  alone  will  never  do, 
Unless  his  patron  have  'em  too. 

I've  heard  of  times  (pray  God  defend  us, 
We're  not  so  good  but  he  can  mend  us) 
Wben  wicked  ministers  have  trod, 
On  kings  and  people,  law  and  God ; 
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With  arrogance  they  girt  the  throne, 
And  knew  no  int'rest  but  their  own. 
Then  virtue,  from  preferment  barr'd, 
Gets  nothing  but  its  own  reward. 
A  gang  of  petty  knaves  attend  'em, 
With  proper  parts  to  recommend  'em. 
Then  if  his  patron  burn  with  lust, 
The  first  in  favour  's  pimp  the  first. 
His  doors  are  never  clos'd  to  spies, 
Who  cheer  his  heart  with  double  lies; 
They  flatter  him,  his  foes  defame, 
So  loll  the  pangs  of  guilt  and  shame. 
If  schemes  of  lucre  haunt  his  brain, 
Projectors  swell  his  greedy  train  ; 
Vile  brokers  ply  his  private  ear 
With  jobs  of  plunder  for  the  year; 
All  consciences  must  bend  and  ply ; 
You  must  vote  on,  and  not  know  why ; 
Through  thick  and  thin  you  must  go  on  ; 
One  scruple,  and  your  place  is  gone. 

Since  plagues  like  these  have  curs'd  a  land, 
And  fav'rites  cannot  always  stand ; 
Good  courtiers  should  for  change  be  ready, 
And  not  have  principles  too  steady : 
For  should  a  knave  engross  the  pow'r 
(God  shield  the  realm  from  that  sad  hour), 
He  must  have  rogues,  or  slavish  fools  : 
For  what's  a  knave  without  his  tools  ? 

Wherever  those  a  people  drain, 
And  strut  with  infamy  and  gain  ; 
I  envy  not  their  guilt  and  state, 
And  scorn  to  share  the  public  hate. 
Let  their  own  servile  creatures  rise, 
By  screening  fraud,  and  venting  lies : 
Give  me,  kind  Heaven,  a  private  station, 
A  mind  serene  for  contemplation  : 
Title  and  profit  I  resign  ; 
The  post  of  honour  shall  be  mine. 
My  fable  read,  their  merits  view, 
Then  herd  who  will  with  such  a  crew. 

In  days  of  yore  (my  cautious  rhymes 
Always  except  the  present  times) 
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A  greedy  Vulture,  skill'd  in  game, 
Inur'd  to  guilt,  unaw'd  by  shame, 
Approach'd  the  throne  in  evil  hour, 
And  step  by  step  intrudes  to  pow'r; 
When  at  the  royal  Eagle's  ear, 
He  longs  to  ease  the  monarch's  care. 
The  monarch  grants.     With  pride  elate, 
Behold  him  minister  of  state ! 
Around  him  throng  the  feather'd  rout; 
Friends  must  be  serv'd,  and  some  must  out. 
Each  thinks  his  own  the  best  pretension; 
This  asks  a  place,  and  that  a  pension. 

The  Nightingale  was  set  aside, 
A  forward  Daw  his  room  supplied. 

•  This  bird,'  says  he, '  for  bus'ness  fit, 
Hath  both  sagacity  and  wit. 
With  all  his  turns,  and  shifts,  and  tricks, 
He's  docile,  and  at  nothing  sticks. 
Then  with  his  neighbours  one  so  free 
At  all  times  will  connive  at  me.' 

The  Hawk  had  due  distinction  shewn, 
For  parts  and  talents  like  his  own. 

Thousands  of  hireling  Cocks  attend  him, 
As  blust'ring  bullies  to  defend  bim. 

At  once  the  Ravens  were  discarded, 
And  Magpies  with  their  posts  rewarded. 

'  Those  fowls  of  omen  I  detest 
That  pry  into  another's  nest. 
State  lies  must  lose  all  good  intent; 
For  they  foresee  and  croak  th'  event. 
My  friends  ne'er  think,  but  talk  by  rote, 
Speak  what  they  're  taught,  and  so  to  vote.' 

'  When  rogues  like  these,'  a  Sparrow  cries, 
'  To  honours  and  employments  rise, 
I  court  no  favour,  ask  no  place; 
For  such  preferment  is  disgrace. 
Within  my  thatch'd  retreat  I  find 
(What  these  ne'er  feel)  true  peace  of  mind.' 
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FABLE  III. 

The  Baboon  and  the  Poultry. 

To  a  Levee-Hunter. 

We  frequently  misplace  esteem, 
By  judging  men  by  what  they  seem. 
To  birth,  wealth,  pow'r,  we  should  allow 
Precedence,  and  our  lowest  bow. 
In  that  is  due  distinction  shewn, 
Esteem  is  Virtue's  right  alone. 

With  partial  eye  we're  apt  to  see 
The  man  of  noble  pedigree. 
We're  prepossess'd  my  lord  inherits 
In  some  degree  his  grandsire's  merits; 
For  those  we  find  upon  record: 
But  find  him  nothing  but  my  lord. 

When  we,  with  superficial  view. 
Gaze  on  the  rich,  we're  dazzled  too. 
We  know  that  wealth,  well  understood, 
Hath  frequent  pow'r  of  doing  good  : 
Then  fancy  that  the  thing  is  done, 
As  if  the  pow'r  and  will  were  one. 
Thus  oft  the  cheated  crowd  adore 
The  thriving  knaves  that  keep  'em  poor. 

The  cringing  train  of  pow'r  survey: 
What  creatures  are  so  low  as  they  ! 
Wit',  what  obsequiousness  they  bend! 
To  what  vile  actions  condescend ! 
Their  rise  is  on  their  meanness  built, 
And  flatt'ry  is  their  smallest  guilt. 
What  homage,  rev'rence,  adoration, 
In  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  nation, 
Have  sycophants  to  pow'r  address'd! 
No  matter  who  the  pow'r  possess'd. 
Let  ministers  be  what  they  will, 
You  find  their  levees  always  fill. 
E'en  those  who  have  perplex'd  a  state, 
Whose  actions  claim  contempt  and  hate, 
Had  wretches  to  applaud  their  schemes, 
Though  more  absurd  than  madmen's  dream*. 
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When  barb'rous  Moloch  was  invok'd, 

The  blood  of  infants  only  smok'd! 

But  here  (unless  all  hist'ry  lies) 

Whole  realms  have  been  a  sacrifice ! 

Look  through  all  courts :  'tis  pow'r  we  find 

The  gen'ral  idol  of  mankind ; 

There,  worshipp'd  under  ev'ry  shape, 

Alike  the  lion,  fox,  and  ape, 

Are  follow'd  by  time-serving  slaves, 

Rich  prostitutes,  and  needy  knaves. 

Who  then  shall  glory  in  his  post? 
How  frail  his  pride,  how  vain  his  boast! 
The  foll'wers  of  his  prosp'rous  hour 
Are  as  unstable  as  his  pow'r. 
Pow'r,  by  the  breath  of  flatt'ry  nurs'd, 
The  more  it  swells,  is  nearer  burst. 
The  bubble  breaks,  the  gewgaw  ends, 
And  in  a  dirty  tear  descends. 

Once  on  a  time,  an  ancient  maid, 
By  wishes  and  by  time  decay'd, 
To  cure  the  pangs  of  restless  thought, 
In  birds  and  beasts  amusement  sought: 
Dogs,  parrot3,  apes,  her  hours  employed; 
With  these  alone  she  talk'd  and  toy'd. 

A  huge  Baboon  her  fancy  took 
(Almost  a  man  in  size  and  look), 
He  finger'd  ev'ry  thing  he  found, 
And  mimick'd  all  the  servants  round. 
Then,  too,  his  parts  and  ready  wit 
Shew'd  him  for  ev'ry  bus'ness  fit. 
With  all  these  talents  'twas  but  just 
That  Pug  should  hold  a  place  of  trust: 
So  to  her  fav'iite  was  assign'd 
The  charge  of  all  her  feather'd  kind. 
'Twas  his  to  tend  'em  eve  and  morn, 
And  portion  out  their  daily  corn. 

Behold  him  now,  with  haughty  stride, 
Assume  a  ministerial  pride. 
The  morning  rose.     In  hope  of  picking, 
Swans,  turkeys,  peacocks,  ducks,  and  chicken, 
Fowls  of  all  ranks  surround  his  hut, 
To  worship  his  important  strut. 
E 
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The  minister  appears.    The  crowd, 
Now  here,  now  there,  obsequious  bow'd. 
This  prais'd  his  parts,  aDd  that  his  face, 
Th'  other  his  dignity  in  place. 
From  bill  to  bill  the  flatt'ry  ran ; 
He  hears  and  bears  it  like  a  man : 
For,  when  we  natter  self-conceit, 
We  but  his  sentiments  repeat. 

If  we're  too  scrupulously  just, 
What  profit 's  in  a  place  of  trust ! 
The  common  practice  of  the  great, 
Is,  to  secure  a  snug  retreat. 
So  Pug  began  to  turn  his  brain 
(Like  other  folks  in  place)  on  gain. 
An  apple-woman's  stall  was  near, 
Well  stock'd  with  fruits  through  all  the  year : 
Here  ev'ry  day  he  cramm'd  his  guts; 
Hence  were  his  hoards  of  pears  and  nuts; 
For  'twas  agreed,  in  way  of  trade, 
His  payments  should  in  corn  be  made. 
The  stock  of  grain  was  quickly  spent, 
And  no  account  which  way  it  went, 
Then  too  the  Poultry's  starv'd  condition 
Caus'd  speculations  of  suspicion. 
The  facts  were  prov'd  beyond  dispute; 
Pug  must  refund  his  hoards  of  fruit: 
And,  though  then  minister  in  chief, 
Was  branded  as  a  public  thief. 
Disgrac'd,  despis'd,  confin'd  to  chains, 
He  nothing  but  his  pride  retains. 

A  goose  pass'd  by ;  he  knew  the  face, 
Seen  ev'ry  levee  while  in  place. 

'  What,  no  respect!  no  rev'rence  shewn ! 
How  saucy  are  these  creatures  grown ! 
Not  two  days  since,'  says  he,  *  you  bow'd 
The  lowest  of  my  fawning  crowd.' 

'  Proud  fool!'  replies  the  goose,  '  'tis  true, 
Thy  corn  a  fiutt'ring  levee  drew ; 
For  that  I  join'd  the  hungry  train, 
And  sold  thee  flatt'ry  for  thy  grain. 
But  then,  as  now,  conceited  ape, 
We  saw  thee  in  thy  proper  shape.' 
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FABLE  IV. 
The  Ant  in  Office. 
To  a  Friend. 
You  tell  me,  that  you  apprehend 
My  verse  may  touchy  folks  offend. 
In  prudence,  too,  you  think  my  rhymes 
Should  never  squint  at  courtiers'  crimes : 
For  though  nor  this  not  that  is  meant, 
Can  we  another's  thoughts  prevent? 

You  ask  me,  if  I  ever  knew 
Court-chaplains  thus  the  lawn  pursue  ? 
I  meddle  not  with  gown  or  lawn ; 
Poets,  I  grant,  to  rise  must  fawn. 
They  know  great  ear3  are  over-nice, 
And  never  shock  their  patron's  vice. 
But  I  this  hackney-path  despise ; 
'Tis  my  amhition  not  to  rise. 
If  I  must  prostitute  the  Muse, 
The  base  conditions  I  refuse. 

I  neither  flatter  nor  defame, 
Yet  own  I  would  bring  guilt  to  shame. 
If  I  Corruption's  hand  expose, 
I  make  corrupted  men  my  foes. 
What  then  %  I  hate  the  paltry  tribe, 
Be  virtue  mine;  be  theirs  the  bribe. 
I  no  man's  property  invade ; 
Corruption's  yet  no  lawful  trade. 
Nor  would  it  mighty  ills  produce, 
Could  I  shame  bribery  out  of  use. 
I  know  'twould  cramp  most  politicians, 
Were  they  tied  down  to  these  conditions; 
'Twould  stint  their  power,  their  riches  bound, 
And  make  their  parts  seem  less  profound. 
Were  they  denied  their  proper  tools, 
How  could  they  lead  their  knaves  and  fools? 
Were  this  the  case,  let's  take  a  view, 
What  dreadful  mischiefs  would  ensue ; 
Though  it  might  aggrandize  the  state, 
Could  private  Inx'ry  dine  on  plate  ? 
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Kings  might  indeed  their  friends  reward, 
But  ministers  find  less  regard. 
Informers,  sycophants,  and  spies, 
Would  not  augment  t*he  yearns  supplies. 
Perhaps  too,  take  away  this  prop, 
An  annual  job  or  two  might  drop : 
Besides,  if  pensions  were  denied, 
Could  avarice  support  its  pride  ? 
It  might  ev'n  ministers  confound, 
And  yet  the  state  be  safe  and  sound. 

I  care  not  though  'tis  understoed 
I  only  mean  my  country's  good  : 
And  (let  who  will  my  freedom  blame) 
I  wish  all  courtiers  did  the  same. 
Nay,  though  some  folks  the  less  might  get, 
I  wish  the  nation  out  of  debt. 
I  put  no  private  man's  ambition 
With  public  good  in  competition  : 
Rather  than  have  our  law  defac'd, 
I'd  vote  a  minister  disgrac'd. 

I  strike  at  vice,  be't  where  it  will; 
And  what  if  great  folks  take  it  ill? 
I  hope  corruption,  brib'ry,  pension, 
One  may  with  detestation  mention ; 
Think  you  the  law  (let  who  will  take  it, 
Can  scandalum  mugnatum  make  it? 
I  vent  no  slander,  owe  no  grudge, 
Nor  of  another's  conscience  judge  : 
At  him  or  him  I  take  no  aim, 
Yet  dare  against  all  vice  declaim. 
Shall  I  not  censure  breach  of  trust, 
Because  knaves  know  themselves  unjust? 
That  steward  whose  account  is  clear, 
Demands  his  honour  may  appear: 
His  actions  never  shun  the  light, 
He  is,  and  would  be  prov'd,  upright. 

But  then  you  think  my  fable  bears 
Allusion  too  to  state-affairs. 

I  grant  it  does:  Aud  who's  so  great, 
That  has  the  privilege  to  cheat? 
If  then  in  any  future  reign 
(For  ministers  may  thirst  for  gain) 
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Corrupted  hands  defraud  the  nation ; 
I  bar  no  reader's  application. 

An  Ant  there  was,  whose  forward  prate 
Controll'd  all  matters  in  debate; 
Whether  he  knew  the  thing  or  no, 
His  tongue  eternally  would  go. 
For  he  had  impudence  at  will, 
And  boasted  universal  skill. 
Ambition  was  his  point  in  view; 
Thus  by  degrees  to  pow'r  he  grew. 
Behold  him  now  his  drift  attain: 
He's  made  chief  treas'rer  of  the  grain. 

But  as  their  ancient  laws  are  just, 
And  punish  breach  of  public  trust, 
"Tis  order'd  (lest  wrong  application 
Should  starve  that  wise,  industrious  nation) 
That  all  accounts  be  stated  clear, 
Their  stock,  and  what  defray'd  the  year; 
That  auditors  should  these  inspect, 
And  public  rapine  thus  be  check'd. 
For  this  the  solemn  day  was  set, 
The  auditors  in  council  met. 
The  gran'ry-keeper  must  explain, 
And  balance  his  account  of  grain. 
He  brought,  since  he  could  not  refuse  'em, 
Some  scraps  of  paper  to  amuse  'em. 

An  honest  Pismire,  warm  with  zeal, 
In  justice  to  the  public  weal, 
Thus  spoke:  '  The  nation's  hoard  is  low ; 
From  whence  does  this  profusion  flow? 
I  know  oar  annual  fund's  amount; 
Why  such  expense;  and  where's  th*  account  V 

With  wonted  arrogance  and  pride, 
The  Ant  in  office  thus  replied : 
'  Consider,  Sirs,  were  secrets  told, 
How  could  the  best-schem'd  projects  hold  ? 
Should  we  state-mysteries  disclose, 
'Twould  lay  U3  open  to  our  foes. 
My  duty  and  ray  well-known  zeal 
Bid  me  our  present  schemes  conceal : 
But,  on  my  honour,  all  th'  expense, 
Though  vast,  was  for  the  swarm's  defence.' 
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They  pass' d  th'  account  as  fair  and  just, 
And  Toted  him  implicit  trust. 

Next  year  again,  the  gran'ry  drain'd, 
He  thus  his  innocence  rnaintain'd: 

'  Think  how  our  present  matters  stand, 
What  dangers  threat  from  ev'ry  hand, 
What  hosts  of  turkeys  stroll  for  food, 
No  farmer's  wife  but  hath  her  brood. 
Consider,  when  invasion's  near. 
Intelligence  must  cost  us  dear ; 
And,  in  this  ticklish  situation, 
A  secret  told  betrays  the  nation. 
But,  on  my  honour,  all  th'  expense, 
Though  vast,  was  for  the  swarm's  defence. 

Again,  without  examination, 
They  thank'd  his  sage  administration. 

The  year  revolves.    The  treasure  spent, 
Again  in  secret  service  went. 
His  honour  too  again  was  pledg'd 
To  satisfy  the  charge  alleg'd. 

When  thus  with  panic  shame  possess'd, 
An  auditor  his  friends  address'd: 

*  What  are  we?  ministerial  tools, 
We  little  knaves  are  greater  fools. 
At  last  this  secret  is  explor'd; 
'Tis  our  corruption  thins  the  hoard. 
For  ev'ry  grain  we  touch'd,  at.  least 
A  thousand  his  own  heaps  increas'd. 
Then,  for  his  kin  and  fav'rite  spies, 
A  hundred  hardly  could  suffice. 
Thus,  for  a  paltry,  sneaking  bribe, 
We  cheat  ourselves,  and  all  the  tribe ; 
For  all  the  magazine  contains, 
Grows  from  our  annual  toil  and  pains.' 

They  vote  th'  account  shall  be  inspected: 
The  cunning  plund'rer  is  detected; 
The  fraud  is  sentenc'd ;  and  his  hoard, 
As  due  to  public  use,  restor'd. 


GAY'S  FABLES.  US 

FABLE  V. 

The  Bear  in  a  Boat. 
To  a  Coxcomb. 
That  man  must  daily  wiser  grow, 
Whose  search  is  bent  himself  to  know : 
Impartially  he  weighs  his  scope, 
And  on  firm  reason  founds  his  hope ; 
He  tries  his  strength  before  the  race, 
And  never  seeks  his  own  disgrace; 
He  knows  the  compass,  sail,  and  oar, 
Or  never  launches  from  the  shore; 
Before  he  builds,  computes  the  cost, 
And  in  no  proud  pursuit  is  lost : 
He  learns  the  bounds  of  human  sense, 
And  safely  walks  within  the  fence. 
Thus,  conscious  of  his  own  defect, 
Are  pride  and  self  importance  check'd. 

If  then,  self-knowledge  to  pursue, 
Direct  our  life  in  ev'ry  view, 
Of  all  the  fools  that  pride  can  hoast 
A  coxcomb  claims  distinction  most. 

Coxcombs  are  of  all  ranks  and  kind ; 
They're  not  to  sex  or  age  confin'd, 
Or  rich  or  poor,  or  great  or  small, 
'Tis  vanity  besots  'em  all. 

By  ignorance  is  pride  increas'd; 

Those  most  assume  who  know  the  least; 

Their  own  false  balance  gives  'em  weight, 

But  ev'ry  other  finds  'em  light. 

Not  that  all  coxcombs'  follies  strike, 

And  draw  our  ridicule  alike; 

To  dift'rent  merits  each  pretends. 

This  in  love-vanity  transcends; 

That  smitten  with  hi3  face  and  shape, 

By  dress  distinguishes  the  ape; 

Th'  other  with  learning  crams  his  shelf, 

Knows  books,  and  all  things  but  himself. 
All  these  are  fools  of  low  condition, 

Compar'd  with  coxcombs  of  ambition. 
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For  those,  pufTd  up  with  flatt'ry,  dare 
Assume  a  nation's  various  care. 
They  ne'er  the  grossest  praise  mistrust, 
Their  sycophants  seem  hardly  just; 
For  these,  in  part  alone,  attest 
The  flatt'ry  their  own  thoughts  suggest. 
In  this  wide  sphere  a  coxcomb  's  shewn 
In  other  realms  besides  his  own: 
The  self-deem'd  Machiarel  at  large 
By  turns  controls  in  ev'ry  charge. 
Does  commerce  suffer  in  her  rights? 
'Tis  he  directs  the  naval  flights. 
What  sailor  dares  dispute  his  skill? 
He'll  he  an  admiral  when  he  will. 

Now,  meddling  in  the  soldier's  trade, 
Troops  must  be  hir'd,  and  levies  made. 
He  gives  ambassadors  their  cue, 
His  cobbled  treaties  to  renew; 
And  annual  taxes  must  suffice 
The  current  blunders  to  disguise. 
When  his  crude  schemes  in  air  are  lost, 
And  millions  scarce  defray  the  cost, 
His  arrogance,  nought  undismay'd, 
Trusting  in  self-sufficient  aid, 
On  other  rocks  misguides  the  realm, 
And  thinks  a  pilot  at  the  helm. 
He  ne'er  suspects  his  want  of  skill, 
But  blunders  on  from  ill  to  ill; 
And,  when  he  fails  of  all  intent, 
Blames  only  unforeseen  event. 
Lest  you  mistake  the  application, 
The  fable  calls  me  to  relation. 

A  Bear,  of  shag  and  manners  rough, 
At  climbing  trees  expert  enough ; 
For  dext'rously,  and  safe  from  harm, 
Year  after  year  he  robb'd  the  swarm. 
Thus  thriving  on  industrious  toil, 
He  gloried  in  his  pilfer'd  spoil. 

This  trick  so  swell'd  him  with  conceit, 
He  thought  no  enterprise  too  great. 
Alike  in  sciences  and  arts, 
He  boasted  universal  parts; 
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Pragmatic,  busy,  bustling,  bold, 
His  arrogance  is  uncontroll'd : 
And  thus  he  made  his  party  good, 
And  grew  dictator  of  the  wood. 

The  beasts  with  admiration  stare, 
And  think  him  a  prodigious  bear. 
Were  any  common  booty  got, 
'Twas  his  each  portion  to  allot; 
For  why,  he  found  there  might  be  picking, 
Ev'n  in  the  carving  of  a  chicken. 
Intruding  thus,  he  by  degrees 
Claim'd  to  the  butcher's  larger  fees. 
And  now  his  over-weaning  pride 
In  ev'ry  province  will  preside. 
No  task  too  difficult  was  found : 
His  blund'ring  nose  misleads  the  hound. 
In  stratagem  and  subtile  arts, 
He  over-rules  the  fox's  parts. 

It  chanc'd  as,  on  a  certain  day, 
Along  the  bank  he  took  his  way, 
A  boat,  with  rudder,  sail,  and  oar, 
At  anchor  floated  near  the  shore. 
He  stopt,  and  turning  to  his  train, 
Thus  pertly  vents  his  vaunting  strain : 

■  What  blund'ring  puppies  are  mankind! 
In  ev'ry  science  always  blind ! 
I  mock  the  pedantry  of  schools. 
What  are  their  compasses  and  rules? 
From  me  that  helm  shall  conduct  learn, 
And  man  his  ignorance  discern.' 

So  saying,  with  audacious  pride 
He  gains  the  boat,  and  climbs  the  side. 
The  beasts  astonish'd  line  the  strand, 
The  anchor's  weigh'd,  he  drives  from  land: 
The  slack  sail  shifts  from  side  to  side ; 
The  boat  untrim'd  admits  the  tide, 
Borne  down,  adrift,  at  random  tost, 
Has  oar  breaks  short,  the  rudder  's  lost. 
The  Bear  presuming  in  his  skill, 
Is  here  and  there  officious  still ; 
Till,  striking  on  tbe  dang'rous  sands, 
Aground  the  shatte.'d  vessel  stands. 
E  2 
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To  see  the  bungler  thus  distressed, 
The  very  fishes  sneer  and  jest, 
Ev'n  gudgeons  join  in  ridicule, 
To  mortify  the  meddling  fool. 
The  clam'rous  watermen  appear; 
Threats,  curses,  oaths,  insult  his  ear: 
Seiz'd,  thrash'd,  and  chain 'd,  he's  dragg'd  to  land , 
Derision  shouts  along  the  strand. 

FABLE  VI. 

The  'Squire  and  his  Cur. 
To  a  Country  Gentleman. 
The  man  of  pure  and  simple  heart 
Through  life  disdains  a  double  part ; 
Ha  never  needs  the  screen  of  lies 
His  inward  bo3om  to  disguise. 
In  vain  malicious  tongues  assail; 
Let  Envy  snarl,  let  Slander  rail, 
From  Virtue's  shield  (secure  from  wound) 
Their  blunted,  venom'd  shafts  rebound. 
So  shines  his  light  before  mankind, 
His  actions  prove  his  honest  mind. 
If  in  his  country's  cause  he  rise, 
Debating  senates  to  advise, 
Unbrib'd,  unaw'd,  he  dares  impart 
The  honest  dictates  of  his  heart. 
No  ministerial  frown  he  fears, 
But  in  his  virtue  perseveres. 

But  would  you  play  the  politician, 
Whose  heart  '&  averse  to  intuition, 
Your  lips  at  all  times — nay,  your  reason 
Must  be  controll'd  by  place  and  season. 
What  statesman  could  his  pow'r  support, 
Were  lying  tongues  forbid  the  court  1 
Did  princely  ears  to  truth  attend, 
What  minister  could  gain  his  end? 
How  could  he  raise  his  tools  to  place, 
And  how  his  honest  foes  disgrace  1 

That  politician  tops  his  part, 
Who  readily  can  lie  with  art : 
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The  man  's  proficient  in  his  trade ; 
His  pow'r  is  strong,  his  fortune  's  made. 
By  that  the  int'rest  of  the  throne 
Is  made  subservient  to  his  own ; 
By  that  haye  kings  of  old,  deluded, 
All  their  own  friends  for  his  excluded. 
By  that,  his  selfish  schemes  pursuing, 
He  thrives  upon  the  public  ruin. 

Antiochus,  with  hardy  pace, 
Provok'd  the  dangers  of  the  chase, 
And,  lost  from  all  his  menial  train, 
Travers'd  the  wood  and  pathless  plain. 
A  cottage  lodg'd  the  royal  guest; 
The  Parthian  clown  brought  forth  his  best. 
The  king,  unknown,  his  feast  enjoy'd, 
And  various  chat  the  hours  employ'd. 
From  wine  what  sudden  friendship  springs ! 
Frankly  they  talked  of  courts  and  kings. 

•  We  country  folks,'  the  clown  replies, 
'  Could  ope  our  gracious  monarch's  eyes. 
The  king  (as  all  our  neighbours  say) 
Might  he  (God  bless  him!)  have  his  way, 
Js  sound  at  heart,  and  means  our  good, 
And  he  would  do  it  if  he  could. 
If  truth  in  courts  were  not  forbid, 
Nor  kings  nor  subjects  would  be  rid. 
Were  he  in  pow'r  we  need  not  doubt  him  : 
But  that  transferr'd  to  those  about  him, 
On  them  he  throws  the  regal  cares : 
And  what  mind  they  1  Their  own  affairs. 
If  such  rapacious  hands  he  trust, 
The  best  of  men  may  seem  unjust. 
From  kings  to  cobblers  'tis  the  same : 
Bad  servants  wound  their  master's  fame. 
In  this  our  neighbours  all  agree  : 
Would  the  king  knew  as  much  as  we:' 
Here  he  stopp'd  short.    Repose  they  sought, 
The  peasant  slept,  the  monarch  thought. 

The  courtiers  learn 'd,  at  early  dawn, 
Where  their  lost  sovereign  was  withdrawn . 
The  guards'  approach  our  host  alarms ; 
With  gaudy  coats  the  cottage  swarms. 
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The  crown  and  purple  robes  they  bring, 
And  prostrate  fall  before  the  king. 
The  clown  was  call'd,  the  royal  guest 
By  due  reward  his  thanks  express'd. 
The  king  then,  turning  to  the  crowd, 
Who  fawningly  before  him  bow'd, 
Thus  spoke:  '  Since  bent  on  private  gain, 
Your  counsels  first  misled  my  reign, 
Taught  and  inform'd  by  you  alone, 
No  truth  the  royal  ear  hath  known, 
Till  here  conversing.     Hence,  ye  crew  ! 
For  now  I  know  myself  and  you.' 

Whene'er  the  royal  ear 's  engross'd, 
State  lies  but  little  genius  cost. 
The  fav'rite  then  securely  robs, 
And  gleans  a  nation  by  his  jobs. 
Franker  and  bolder  grown  in  ill, 
He  daily  poisons  dares  instil, 
And  as  his  present  views  suggest, 
Inflames  or  soothes  the  royal  breast. 
Thus  wicked  ministers  oppress, 
When  oft  the  monarch  means  redress. 
Would  kings  their  private  subjects  hear, 
A  minister  must  talk  with  fear. 
If  honesty  oppos'd  his  views, 
He  dare  not  innocence  accuse. 
'Twould  keep  him  in  such  narrow  bound, 
He  could  not  right  and  wrong  confound. 
Happy  were  kings,  could  they  disclose 
Their  real  friends,  and  real  foes ! 
Were  both  themselves  and  subjects  known, 
A  monarch's  will  might  be  his  own. 
Had  he  the  use  of  ears  and  eyes, 
Knaves  would  no  more  be  counted  wise; 
But  then  a  minister  migbt  lose 
(Hard  case!)  his  own  ambitious  views. 
When  such  as  these  have  vex'd  a  state, 
Pursu'd  by  universal  hate, 
The  false  support  at  once  hath  fail'd, 
And  persevering  truth  prevail'd. 
Expos'd,  their  train  of  fraud  is  seen ; 
Truth  will  at  least  remove  the  screen. 
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A  country  'Squire,  by  whim  directed, 

The  true,  staunch  dogs  of  chase  neglected. 

Beneath  his  board  no  hound  was  fed ; 

His  hand  ne'er  strok'd  the  spaniel's  head. 

A  snappish  Cur,  alone  caress'd, 

By  lies  had  banish'd  all  the  rest. 

Yap  had  his  ear;  and  defamation 

Gave  him  full  scope  of  conversation. 

His  sycophants  must  be  preferr'd, 

Room  must  be  made  for  all  his  herd: 

Wherefore,  to  bring  his  schemes  about, 

Old  faithful  servants  all  must  out. 
The  Cur  on  ev'ry  creature  flew 

(As  other  great  men's  puppies  do), 

Unless  due  court  to  him  were  shewn, 

And  both  their  face  and  bus'ness  known. 

No  honest  tongue  an  audience  found: 

He  worried  all  the  tenants  round: 

For  why  ?  he  liv'd  in  constant  fear, 

Lest  truth,  by  chance,  should  interfere. 

If  any  stranger  dar'd  intrude, 

The  noisy  Cur  his  heels  pursu'd. 

Now  fierce  with  rage,  now  struck  with  dread, 

At  once  he  snarled,  bit  and  fled, 

Aloof  he  bays,  with  bristling  hair, 

And  thus  in  secret  growls  his  fear: 

•  Who  knows  but  truth  in  this  disguise, 

May  frustrate  my  best  guarded  lies? 

Should  she,  thus  mask'd,  admittance  find, 

That  very  hour  my  ruin  's  sign'd.' 

Now  in  his  howl's  continu'd  sound 

Their  words  were  lost,  the  voice  was  drown'd. 

Ever  in  awe  of  honest  tongues, 

Thus  ev'ry  day  he  strain'd  his  lungs. 
It  happen'd,  in  ill-omen'd  hour, 

That  Yap,  unmindful  of  his  pow'r, 

Forsook  his  post,  to  love  inclin'd; 

A  fav'rite  bitch  was  in  the  wind; 

By  her  seduc'd,  in  am'rous  play 

They  frisked  the  joyous  hours  away; 

Thus,  by  untimely  love  pursuing, 

Like  Antony  he  sought  his  ruin. 
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For  now  the  'Squire,  unvex'd  with  noise, 
An  honest  neighbour's  chat  enjoys. 
'  Belfree,'  says  he,  •  your  mind  impart; 
I  love  a  friendly  open  heart. 
Methinks  my  tenants  shun  my  gate  ; 
Why  such  a  stranger  grown  of  late? 
Pray  tell  me  what  offence  they  find ; 
Tis  plain  they're  not  so  well  inclin'd.' 

•  Turn  off  your  Cur,'  the  farmer  cries, 
4  Who  feeds  your  ear  with  daily  lies. 
His  snarling  insolence  offends: 
'Tis  he  that  keeps  you  from  your  friends. 
Were  but  that  saucy  puppy  check'd, 
You'd  find  again  the  same  respect. 
Hear  only  him,  he'll  swear  it  too, 
That  all  our  hatred  is  to  you  : 
But  learn  from  us  your  true  estate  ; 
'Tis  that  curs'd  Cur  alone  we  hate/ 

The  'Squire  heard  truth.     Now  Yap  rush'd  in; 
The  wide  hall  echoes  with  his  din : 
Yet  truth  prevail'd;  and  with  disgrace, 
The  dog  was  cudgell'd  cut  of  place. 


FABLE  VII. 

The  Countryman  and  Jupiter. 
To  myself. 
Have  you  a  friend  (look  round  and  spy) 
So  fond,  so  prepossess'd  as  I? 
Your  faults,  so  obvious  to  mankind, 
My  partial  eyes  could  never  find. 
When  by  the  breath  of  Fortune  blown, 
Your  airy  castles  were  o'erthrown  ; 
Have  I  been  over-prone  to  blame, 
Or  mortify  your  hours  with  shame? 
Was  I  e'er  known  to  damp  your  spirit, 
Or  twit  you  with  the  want  of  merit? 

'Tis  not  so  strange,  that  Fortune's  frown 
Still  perseveres  to  keep  you  down. 
Look  round,  and  see  what  others  do. 
Would  you  be  rich  and  honest  too  ? 


GAY'S  FABLES.  103 

Have  you,  like  those  sherais'd  to  place, 
Been  opportunely  mean  and  base  ? 
Have  you,  as  times  requir'd,  resign'd 
Truth,  honour,  virtue,  peace  of  mind? 
If  these  are  scruples,  give  her  o'er, 
Write,  practise  morals,  and  be  poor. 

The  gifts  of  Fortune  truly  rate; 
Then  tell  me  what  would  mend  your  state. 
If  happiness  on  wealth  were  built, 
Rich  rogues  might  comfort  find  in  guilt ; 
As  grows  the  miser's  hoarded  store, 
His  fears,  his  wants,  increase  the  more. 

Think,  Gay  (what  ne'er  may  be  the  case), 
Should  Fortune  take  you  into  grace, 
Would  that  your  happiness  augment? 
What  can  she  give  beyond  content? 

Suppose  yourself  a  wealthy  heir, 
With  a  vast  annual  income  clear! 
In  all  the  affluence  you  possess, 
You  might  not  feel  one  care  the  less. 
Might  you  not  then,  like  others,  find, 
With  change  of  fortune,  change  of  mind? 
Perhaps,  profuse  beyond  all  rule, 
You  might  start,  out  a  glaring  fool; 
Your  luxury  might  break  all  bounds; 
Plate,  table,  horses,  stewards,  hounds, 
Might  swell  your  debts;  then,  lust  of  play- 
No  regal  income  can  defray. 
Sunk  is  all  credit,  writs  assail, 
And  doom  your  future  life  to  jail. 

Or,  were  you  dignify'd  with  pow'r, 
Would  that  avert  one  pensive  hour? 
You  might  give  Avarice  its  swing, 
Defraud  a  nation,  blind  a  king : 
Then  from  the  hirelings  in  your  cause, 
Though  daily  fed  with  false  applause, 
Could  it  a  real  joy  impart? — 
Great  guilt  knew  never  joy  at  heart. 

Is  happiness  your  point  in  view? 
(I  mean  th'  intrinsic  and  the  true) 
She  nor  in  camps  or  courts  resides, 
Nor  in  the  humble  cottage  hides : 
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Yet  found  alike  in  ev'ry  sphere ; 
Who  finds  Content,  will  find  her  there. 

O'erspent  with  toil,  beneath  the  shade 
A  Peasant  rested  on  his  spade. 
'  Good  gods !'  he  cries, '  'tis  hard  to  bear 
This  load  of  life  from  year  to  year. 
Soon  as  the  morning  streaks  the  skies, 
Industrious  Labour  bids  me  rise; 
With  sweat  I  earn  my  homely  fare, 
And  ev'ry  day  renews  my  care.' 

Jove  heard  the  discontented  strain, 
And  thus  rebuk'd  the  murm'ring  swain. 
'  Speak  out  your  wants  then,  honest  friend: 
Unjust  complaint*!  the  gods  offend. 
If  you  repine  at  partial  Fate, 
Instruct  me  what  could  mend  your  state. 
Mankind  in  ev'ry  station  see. 
What  wish  you?  Tell  me  what  you'd  be.' 

So  said,  upborne  upon  a  cloud, 
The  Clown  survey'd  the  anxious  crowd. 
*  Yon  face  of  care,'  says  Jove,  *  behold, 
His  bulky  bags  are  fill'd  with  gold. 
See  with  what  joy  he  counts  it  o'er! 
That  sum  today  hath  swell'd  his  store.' 

'  Were  I  that  man,'  the  Peasant  cry'd, 
'  What  blessing  could  I  ask  beside  V 

'  Hold,'  says,  the  God, '  first  learn  to  know 
True  happiness  from  outward  show. 
This  optic  glass  of  intuition — 
Here,  take  it,  view  his  true  condition.' 

He  look'd,  and  saw  the  miser's  breast, 
A  troubled  ocean,  ne'er  at  rest; 
Want  ever  stares  him  in  the  face, 
And  fear  anticipates  disgrace ; 
With  conscious  guilt  he  saw  him  start ; 
Extortion  gnaws  his  throbbing  heart; 
And  never,  or  in  thought  or  dream, 
His  breast  admits  one  happy  gleam. 

'  May  Jove,'  he  cries,  •  reject  my  pray'r, 
And  guard  my  life  from  guilt  and  care. 
My  soul  abhors  that  wretch's  fate  : 
O  keep  me  in  my  humble  state ! 
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But  see!  amidst  a  gaudy  crowd, 
Yon  minister,  so  gay  and  proud; 
On  him  what  happiness  attends, 
Who  thus  rewards  his  grateful  friends!' 

*  First  take  the  glass,'  the  God  replies ; 
'  Man  views  the  world  with  partial  eyes.' 

*  Good  gods  !'  exclaims  the  startled  wight, 
'  Defend  me  from  this  hideous  sight! 
Corruption  with  corrosive  smart, 

Lies  cank'ring  on  his  guilty  heart ; 
I  see  him  with  polluted  hand, 
Spread  the  contagion  o'er  the  land. 
Now  Av'rice  with  insatiate  jaws, 
Now  Rapine  with  her  harpy  claws, 
His  bosom  tears.     His  conscious  breast 
Groans,  with  a  load  of  crimes  oppress'd. 
See  him,  mad  and  drunk  with  pow'r, 
Stand  tott'ring  on  Ambition's  tow'r. 
Sometimes,  in  speeches  vain  and  proud, 
His  boasts  insult  the  nether  crowd ; 
Now,  seiz'd  with  giddiness  and  fear, 
He  trembles  lest  his  fall  is  near. 
1  Was  ever  wretch  like  this !'  he  cries; 
*  Such  misery  in  such  disguise  ! 
The  change  !  0  Jove  !   I  disavow ; 
Still  be  my  lot  the  spade  and  plough.' 
He  next,  confirm'd  by  speculation, 
Rejects  the  lawyer's  occupation  ; 
For  he  the  statesman  seem'd  in  part, 
And  bore  similitude  of  heart. 
Nor  did  the  soldier's  trade  inflame 
His  hopes  with  thirst  of  spoil  and  fame : 
The  miseries  of  war  he  mourn'd  ; 
Whole  nations  into  deserts  turn'd. 

*  By  these  have  laws  and  rights  been  brav'd; 
By  these  was  free-born  man  inslav'd: 
When  battles  and  invasion  cease, 

Wby  swarm  they  in  the  lands  of  peace? 
Such  change,'  says  he,  '  may  I  decline; 
The  scythe  and  civil  arms  be  mine!' 

Thus,  weighing  life  in  each  condition, 
The  Clown  withdrew  his  rash  petition. 
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When  thus  the  God :  *  How  mortals  err : 
If  you  true  happiness  prefer, 
'Tis  to  no  rank  of  life  confin'd, 
But  dwells  in  ev'ry  honest  mind. 
Be  Justice  then  your  sole  pursuit : 
Plant  virtue,  and  content '3  the  fruit.' 

So  Jove,  to  satisfy  the  Clown, 
Where  first  he  found  him  set  him  down. 

FABLE  VIII. 

The  Man,  the  Cat,  the  Dog,  and  the  Fly. 
To  my  Native  Country. 
Hail,  happy  land !  whose  fertile  grounds 
The  liquid  fence  of  Neptune  hounds ; 
By  bounteous  Nature  set  apart, 
The  seat  of  industry  and  art ! 
O  Britain  !  chosen  port  of  trade, 
May  lux'ry  ne'er  thy  sons  invade! 
May  never  minister  (intent 
His  private  treasures  to  augment) 
Corrupt  thy  state ! — If  jealous  foes 
Thy  rights  of  commerce  dare  oppose, 
Shall  not  thy  fleets  their  rapine  awe  1 
Who  is 't  prescribes  the  ocean  law  1 

Whenever  neighb'ring  states  contend, 
'Tis  thine  to  be  the  gen'ral  friend. 
What  is't,  who  rules  in  other  lands? 
On  trade  alone  thy  glory  stands. 
That  benefit  is  unconfin'd, 
Diffusing  good  among  mankind: 
That  first  gave  lustre  to  thy  reigns, 
And  scattfer'd  plenty  o'er  thy  plains : 
'Tis  that  alone  thy  wealth  supplies, 
And  draws  all  Europe's  euvious  eyes. 
Be  commerce  then  thy  sole  design ; 
Keep  that,  and  all  the  world  is  thine. 

When  naval  traffic  ploughs  the  main, 
Who  shares  not  in  the  merchant's  gain  1 
'Tis  that  supports  the  legal  state, 
And  makes  the  farmer's  heart  elate  : 


GAYS  FABLES.  107 

The  num'rous  flocks  that  clothe  the  land 
Can  scarce  supply  the  loom's  demand; 
Prolific  culture  glads  the.  fields, 
And  the  bare  heath  a  harvest  yields. 

Nature  expects  mankind  should  share 
The  duties  of  the  public  care. 
Who's  born  for  sloth  1  To  some  we  find 
The  ploughshare's  annual  toil  assign'd; 
Some  at  the  sounding  anvil  glow; 
Some  the  swift-sliding  shuttle  throw  ; 
Some,  studious  of  the  wind  and  tide, 
From  pole  to  pole  our  commerce  guide  : 
Some,  taught  by  industry,  impart 
With  hands  and  feet  the  works  of  art : 
While  some,  of  genius  more  refin'd, 
With  head  and  tongue  assist  mankind : 
Each  aiming  at  one  common  end, 
Proves  to  the  whole  a  needful  friend. 
Thus,  born  each  other's  useful  aid, 
By  turns  are  obligations  paid. 

The  monarch,  when  his  table's  spread, 
Is  to  the  clown  oblig'd  for  bread ; 
And  when  in  all  his  glory  dress'd, 
Owes  to  the  loom  his  royal  vest. 
Do  not  the  mason's  toil  and  care 
Protect  him  from  th  inclement  air? 
Does  not  the  cutler's  art  supply 
The  ornament  that  guards  his  thigh? 
All  these,  in  duty  to  the  throne, 
Their  common  obligation's  own. 
'Tis  he  (his  own  and  people's  cause) 
Protects  their  properties  and  laws: 
Thus  they  their  lionest  time  employ, 
And  with  content  their  fruits  enjoy. 
In  ev'ry  rank,  or  great  or  small, 
'Tis  industry  supports  us  all. 

The  animals,  by  want  oppress'd, 
To  Man  their  services  address'd  : 
While  each  pursu'd  their  selfish  good, 
They  hunger'd  for  precarious  food. 
Their  hours  with  anxious  cares  were  vex'd; 
One  day  they  fed,  and  starv'd  the  next. 
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They  saw  that  plenty,  sure  and  rife, 
Was  found  alone  in  social  life; 
That  mutual  industry  profess'd, 
The  various  wants  of  man  redress'd. 

The  Cat,  half-famish'd,  lean  and  weak, 
Demands  the  privilege  to  speak  : 

'  Well,  Puss/  says  Man,  •  and  what  can  you 
To  benefit  the  public  do?' 

The  Cat  replies  :  '  These  te«th,  these  claws, 
With  vigilance  shall  serve  the  cause. 
The  mouse,  destroy'd  by  my  pursuit, 
No  longer  shall  your  feasts  pollute ; 
Nor  rats,  from  nightly  ambuscade, 
With  wasteful  teeth  your  stores  invade,' 

'  I  grant,'  says  Man  '  to  gen'ral  use 
Your  parts  and  talents  may  conduce, 
For  rats  and  mice  purloin  our  grain, 
And  threshers  whirl  the  flail  in  vain : 
Thus  shall  the  Cat,  a  foe  to  spoil, 
Protect  the  farmer's  honest  toil.' 

Then  turning  to  the  Dog,  he  cry'd, 
•  Well,  Sir,  be  next  your  merits  try'd.' 

'  Sir,'  says  the  Dog,  «  by  self-applause 
We  seem  to  own  a  friendless  cause. 
Ask  those  who  know  me,  if  distrust 
E'er  found  me  treach'rous  or  unjust? 
Did  I  e'er  faith  or  friendship  break? 
Ask  all  those  creatures;  let  them  speak. 
My  vigilance  and  trusty  zeal 
Perhaps  might  serve  the  public  weal. 
Might  not  your  flocks  in  safety  feed, 
Were  I  to  guard  the  fleecy  breed  ? 
Did  I  the  nightly  watches  keep, 
Could  thieves  invade  you  while  you  sleep?' 

The  Man  replies  :  •  'Tis  just  and  right, 
Rewards  such  service  should  requite. 
So  rare,  in  property,  we  find 
Trusts  uncorrupt  among  mankind, 
That,  taken  in  a  public  view, 
The  first  distinction  is  your  due. 
Such  merits  all  reward  transcend : 
Be  then  my  comrade  and  my  friend.' 
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Addressing  now  the  Fly  :  '  From  you 
What  public  service  can  accrue?' 

■  From  me  !'  the  flutt'ring  insect  said, 
'  I  thought  you  knew  me  better  bred. 
Sir,  I'm  a  gentleman.     Is't  fit 
That  I  to  industry  submit  ? 
Let  mean  mechanics,  to  be  fed, 
By  bus'ness  earn  ignoble  bread. 
Lost  in  excess  of  daily  joys, 
No  thought,  no  care  my  life  annoys, 
At  noon  (the  lady's  matin  hour) 
I  sip  the  tea's  delicious  flower. 
On  cates  luxuriously  I  dine, 
And  drink  the  fragrance  of  the  vine. 
Studious  of  elegance  and  ease, 
Myself  alone  I  seek  to  please/ 

The  Man  his  pert  conceit  derides, 
And  thus  the  useless  coxcomb  chides: 
*  Hence  from  that  peach,  that  downy  seat; 
No  idle  fool  deserves  to  eat. 
Could  you  have  sapp'd  the  blushing  rind, 
And  on  that  pulp  ambrosial  diu'd, 
Had  not  some  hand,  with  skill  and  toil, 
To  raise  the  tree,  prepar'd  the  soil? 
Consider,  sot,  what  would  ensue, 
Were  all  such  worthless  things  as  you. 
You'd  soon  be  forc'd  (by  hunger  stung) 
To  make  your  dirty  meals  on  dung ; 
On  which  such  despicable  need, 
Unpitied,  is  reduc'd  to  feed. 
Besides,  vain  selfish  insect,  learn 
(If  you  can  right  and  wrong  discern), 
That  he,  who  with  industrious  zeal 
Contributes  to  the  public  weal, 
By  adding  to  the  common  good, 
His  own  hath  rightly  understood.' 

So  saying,  with  a  sudden  blow 
He  laid  the  noxious  vagrant  low. 
Crush'd  in  his  luxury  and  pride, 
The  spunger  en  the  public  died. 
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FABLE  IX. 

The  Jackal,  Leopard,  and  other  Beasts. 
To  a  Modern  Politician. 
I  grant  corruption  sways  mankind; 
That  int'rest  too  perverts  the  mind; 
That  bribes  have  blinded  common-sense, 
Foil'd  reason,  truth,  and  eloquence : 
I  grant  you  too,  our  present  crimes 
Can  equal  those  of  former  times. 
Against  plain  facts  shall  I  engage 
To  vindicate  our  righteous  age, 
I  know  that  in  a  modern  fist, 
Bribes  in  full  energy  subsist. 
Since  then  these  arguments  prevail, 
And  itching  palms  are  still  so  frail, 
Hence  politicians,  you  suggest, 
Should  drive  the  nail  that  goes  the  best, 
That  it  shews  parts  and  penetration, 
To  ply  men  with  the  right  temptation. 

To  this  I  humbly  must  dissent: 
Premising,  no  reflection 's  meant, 

Does  justice,  or  the  client's  sense, 
Teach  lawyers  either  side's  defence? 
The  fee  gives  eloquence  its  spirit; 
That  only  is  the  client's  merit. 
Does  art,  wit,  wisdom,  or  address, 
Obtain  the  prostitute's  caress? 
The  guinea  (as  in  other  trades) 
From  ev'ry  hand  alike  persuades. 
Man,  Scripture  says,  is  prone  to  evil, 
But  does  that  vindicate  the  Devil  ? 
Besides,  the  more  mankind  are  prone, 
The  less  the  Devil's  parts  are  shewn. 
Corruption  's  not  of  modern  date ; 
It  hath  been  try'd  in  ev'ry  state. 
Great  knaves  of  old  their  power  have  fenc'd, 
By  places,  pensions,  bribes  dispens'd; 
By  these  they  glory'd  in  success, 
And  impudently  dar'd  oppress; 
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By  these  despoticly  they  sway'd, 
And  slaves  extoll'd  the  hand  that  paid; 
Nor  parts  nor  genius  were  employ'd, 
By  these  alone  were  realms  destroy'd. 

Now  see  these  wretches  in  disgrace, 
Stript  of  their  treasures,  power,  and  place ; 
View  'em  abandon' d  and  forlorn, 
Expos'd  to  just  reproach  and  scorn. 
What  now  is  all  your  pride,  your  boast? 
Where  are  your  slaves,  your  flatt'ring  host? 
What  tongues  now  feed  you  with  applause? 
Where  are  the  champions  of  your  cause? 
Now  e'en  that  very  fawning  train 
Which  shar'd  the  gleanings  of  your  gain, 
Press  foremost,  who  shall  first  accuse 
Your  selfish  jobs,  your  paltry  views, 
Your  narrow  schemes,  your  breach  of  trust, 
And  want  of  talents  to  be  just. 

What  fools  were  these  amidst  their  pow'r ! 
How  thoughtless  of  their  adverse  hour! 
What  friends  were  made?  A  hireling  herd, 
For  temporary  votes  preferr'd. 
Was  it,  these  sycophants  to  get, 
Your  bounty  swell'd  a  nation's  debt  ? 
You're  bit.     For  these,  like  Swiss,  attend  ; 
No  longer  pay,  no  longer  friend. 

The  lion  is,  beyond  dispute, 
Allow'd  the  most  majestic  brute  ; 
His  valour  and  his  gen'rous  mind 
Prove  him  superior  of  his  kind. 
Yet  to  jackals,  as  'tis  averr'd, 
Some  lions  have  their  pow'r  transferr'd : 
As  if  the  parts  of  pimps  and  spies 
To  govern  forests  could  suffice. 

Once,  studious  of  his  private  good, 
A  proud  Jackal  oppress'd  the  wood ; 
To  cram  his  own  insatiate  jaws, 
Invaded  property  and  laws. 
The  forest  groans  with  discontent, 
Fresh  wrongs  the  gen'ral  hate  foment. 
The  spreading  murmurs  reach'd  his  ear ; 
His  secret  hours  were  vex'd  with  fear. 
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Night  after  night  be  weighs  the  case, 
And  feels  the  terrors  of  disgrace. 

'  By  friends,'  says  he,  '  I'll  guard  my  seat, 
By  those,  malicious  tongues  defeat: 
I'll  strengthen  pow'r  by  new  allies, 
And  all  my  clam'rous  foes  despise.' 

To  make  the  gen'rous  beasts  his  friends, 
He  cringes,  fawns,  and  condescends; 
But  those  repuls'd  his  abject  court, 
And  scorn'd  oppression  to  support. 
Friends  must  be  had.     He  can't  subsist : 
Bribes  shall  new  proselytes  enlist. 
But  these  nought  weigh'd  in  honest  paws ; 
For  bribes  confess  a  wicked  cause : 
Yet  think  not  ev'ry  paw  withstands 
What  hath  prevail'd  in  human  hands. 

A  tempting  turnip's  silver  skin 
Drew  a  base  Hog  through  thick  and  thin  : 
Bought  with  a  stag's  delicious  haunch, 
The  mercenary  Wolf  was  staunch : 
The  convert  Fox  grew  warm  and  hearty, 
A  pullet  gain'd  him  to  the  party: 
The  golden  pippin  in  his  fist, 
A  chatt'ring  Monkey  join'd  the  list. 

But  soon,  expos'd  to  public  hate, 
The  fav'rite's  fall  redress'd  the  state . 
The  Leopard,  vindicating  right, 
Had  brought  his  secret  frauds  to  light. 
As  rats,  before  the  mansion  falls, 
Desert  late  hospitable  walls, 
In  shoals  the  servile  creatures  run 
To  bow  before  the  rising  sun. 

The  Hog  with  warmth  express'd  his  zeal, 
And  was  for  hanging  those  that  steal; 
But  hop'd,  though  low,  the  public  hoard 
Might  half  a  turnip  still  afford. 
Since  saving  measures  were  profest, 
A  lamb's  head  was  the  Wolfs  request. 
The  Fox  submitted, — if  to  touch 
A  gosling  would  be  deem'd  too  much? 
The  Monkey  thought  his  grin  and  chatter. 
Might  ask  a  nut  or  some  such  matter. 
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r  Ye  hirelings,  hence,'  the  Leopard  cries, 
*  Your  venal  conscience  I  despise. 
He  who  the  public  good  intends, 
By  bribes  needs  never  purchase  friends. 
Who  acts  this  just,  this  open  part, 
Is  propp'd  by  ev'ry  honest  heart. 
Corruption  now  too  late  hath  shew'd, 
That  bribes  are  always  ill-bestow'd. 
B»y  you  your  bubbled  master 's  taught, 
Time-serving  tools,  not  friends,  are  bought/ 


FABLE  X. 

The  degenerate  Bees. 

To  the  Rev.  Dr.  Swift,  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's. 
Though  courts  the  practice  disallow, 
A  friend  at  all  times  I'll  avow. 
In  politics  I  know  'tis  wrong  : 
A  friendship  may  be  kept  too  long ; 
And  what  they  call  the  prudent  part, 
Is  to  wear  int'rest  next  the  heart. 
As  the  times  take  a  difFrent  face, 
Old  friendships  should  to  new  give  place. 

I  know,  too,  you  have  many  foes, 
That  owning  you  is  sharing  those ; 
That  ev'ry  knave  in  ev'ry  station, 
Of  high  and  low  denomination, 
For  what  you  speak,  and  what  yon  write, 
Dread  you  at  once,  and  bear  you  spite. 
Such  freedoms  in  your  works  are  shewn, 
They  can't  enjoy  what 's  not  their  own. 
All  dunces  too  in  church  and  state 
In  frothy  nonsense  shew  their  hate  ; 
With  all  the  petty  scribbling  crew 
(And  those  pert  sots  are  not  a  few), 
'Gainst  you  and  Pope  their  envy  spurt : 
The  booksellers  alone  are  hurt. 

Good  gods !  by  what  a  powerful  race 
(For  blockheads  may  have  pow'r  and  place) 
Are  scandals  rais'd  and  libels  -writ, 
To  prove  your  honesty  and  wit ! 
F 
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Think  with  yourself:  those  worthy  men, 

You  know,  have  suffer'd  by  your  pen. 

From  them  you  've  nothing  but  your  due, 

From  hence,  'tis  plain,  your  friends  are  few. 

Except  myself,  I  know  of  none, 

Besides  the  wise  and  good  alone. 

To  set  the  case  in  fairer  light, 

My  fable  shall  the  rest  recite ; 

Which  (though  unlike  our  present  state) 

I  for  the  moral's  sake  relate. 

A  Bee  of  cunning,  not  of  parts, 
Luxurious,  negligent  of  arts, 
Rapacious,  arrogant,  and  vain, 
Greedy  of  power,  but  more  of  gain, 
Corruption  sow'd  throughout  the  hive — 
By  petty  rogues  the  great  ones  thrive. 

As  pow'r  and  wealth  his  views  supplied, 
'Twas  seen  in  overbearing  pride. 
With  him  loud  impudence  had  merit ; 
The  Bee  of  conscience  wanted  spirit ; 
And  those  who  follow'd  honour's  rules, 
Were  laugh'd  to  scorn  for  squeamish  fools. 
Wealth  claim'd  distinction,  favour,  grace; 
And  poverty  alone  was  base. 
He  treated  industry  with  slight, 
Unless  he  found  his  profit  by't. 
Rights,  laws,  and  liberties  gave  way, 
To  bring  his  selfish  schemes  in  play. 
The  swarm  forgot  the  common  toil, 
To  share  the  gleanings  of  his  spoil. 

'  While  vulgar  souls,  of  narrow  parts, 
Waste  life  in  low  mechanic  arts, 
Let  us,'  says  he,  *  to  genius  born, 
The  drudg'ry  of  our  fathers  scorn. 
The  wasp  and  drone,  you  must  agree, 
Live  with  more  elegance  than  we. 
Like  gentlemen  they  sport  and  play ; 
No  bus'ness  interrupts  the  day ; 
Their  hours  to  luxury  they  give, 
And  nobly  on  their  neighbours  live/ 

A  stubborn  Bee,  among  the  swarm, 
With  honest  indignation  warm, 
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Thus  from  his  cell  with  zeal  replied : 
'  I  slight  thy  frowns,  and  hate  thy  pride, 
The  laws  our  native  rights  protect ; 
Offending  thee,  I  those  respect. 
Shall  luxury  corrupt  the  hive, 
And  none  against  the  torrent  strive? 
Exert  the  honour  of  your  race  : 
He  builds  his  rise  on  your  disgrace. 
'Tis  industry  our  state  maintains : 
'Twas  honest  toils  and  honest  gains 
That  rais'd  our  sires  to  pow'r  and  fame. 
Be  virtuous  ;  save  yourselves  from  shame. 
Know,  that  in  selfish  ends  pursuing, 
You  scramble  for  the  public  ruin.' 

He  spoke ;  and,  from  his  cell  dismiss'd, 
Was  insolently  scoff  d  and  hiss'd. 
With  him  a  friend  or  two  resign'd, 
Disdaining  the  degenerate  kind. 

'These  drones,'  says  he,  'these  insects  Tile 
(I  treat  them  in  their  proper  style), 
May  for  a  time  oppress  the  state ; 
They  own  our  virtue  by  their  hate; 
By  that  our  merits  they  reveal, 
And  recommend  our  public  zeal : 
Disgrac'd  by  this  corrupted  crew, 
We  're  honoured  by  the  virtuous  few.' 


FABLE  XL 

The  Pack-horse  and  the  Carrier. 
To  a  young  Nobleman. 
Begin,  my  Lord,  in  early  youth, 
To  suffer,  nay,  encourage  truth : 
And  blame  me  not  for  disrespect, 
If  I  the  flatt'rer's  style  reject; 
With  that,  by  menial  tongues  supplied, 
You  're  daily  cocker'd  up  in  pride. 

The  tree  's  distinguish'd  by  the  fruit. 
Be  virtue  then  your  first  pursuit ; 
Set  your  great  ancestors  in  view, 
Like  them  deserve  the  title  too  ; 
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Like  them  ignoble  actions  scorn : 
Let  virtue  prove  you  greatly  born. 

Though  with  less  plate  their  side-board  shone, 
Their  conscience  always  was  their  own; 
They  ne'er  at  levees  meanly  fawn'd, 
Nor  was  their  honour  yearly  pawn'd; 
Their  hands,  by  no  corruption  stain'd, 
The  ministerial  bribe  disdain'd; 
They  serv'd  the  crown  with  loyal  zeal; 
Yet,  jealous  of  the  public  weal, 
They  stood  the  bulwark  of  our  laws, 
And  wore  at  heart  their  country's  cause ; 
By  neither  place  nor  pension  bought, 
They  spoke  and  voted  as  they  thought. 
Thus  did  your  sires  adorn  their  seat; 
And  such  alone  are  truly  great. 

If  you  the  paths  of  learning  slight, 
You're  but  a  dunce  in  stronger  light; 
In  foremost  rank  the  coward  plac'd, 
Is  more  conspicuously  disgrac'd. 
If  you,  to  serve  a  paltry  end, 
To  knavish  jobs  can  condescend, 
We  pay  you  the  contempt  that's  due ; 
In  that  you  have  precedence  too. 

Whence  had  you  this  illustrious  name  1 
From  virtue  and  unblemish'd  fame. 
By  birth  the  name  alone  descends ; 
Your  honour  on  yourself  depends  : 
Think  not  your  coronet  can  hide 
Assuming  ignorance  and  pride. 
Learning  by  study  must  be  won. 
'Twas  ne'er  entail'd  from  son  to  son. 
Superior  worth  your  rank  requires; 
For  that  mankind  reveres  your  sires  : 
If  you  degen'rate  from  your  race, 
Their  merits  heighten  your  disgrace. 

A  Carrier,  ev'ry  night  and  morn, 
Would  see  his  horses  eat  their  corn: 
This  sunk  the  hostler's  vails,  'tis  true, 
But  then  his  horses  had  their  due. 
Were  we  so  cautious  in  all  cases, 
Small  gain  would  rise  from  greater  places. 
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The  manger  now  had  all  its  measure; 

He  heard  the  grinding  teeth  with  pleasure; 

When  all  at  once  confusion  rung; 

They  snorted,  jostlod,  bit,  and  flung. 

A  Pack-horse  turn'd  his  head  aside, 

Foaming,  his  eye-balls  swell'd  with  pride. 
1  Good  gods !'  says  he,  ' how  hard 's  my  lot! 

Is  then  my  high  descent  forgot? 

Reduc'd  to  drudg'ry  and  disgrace 

(A  life  unworthy  of  my  race), 

Must  I  too  bear  the  vile  attacks 

Of  ragged  scrubs,  and  vulgar  hacks  ? 

See  scurvy  Roan,  that  brute  ill-bred, 

Dares  from  the  manger  thrust  my  head ! 

Shall  I,  who  boast  a  noble  line, 

On  offals  of  these  creatures  dine  ? 

Kick'd  by  old  Ball!  so  mean  a  foe  ! 

My  honour  suffers  by  the  blow. 

Newmarket  speaks  my  grandsire's  fame, 

All  jockeys  still  revere  his  name: 

There  yearly  are  his  triumphs  told, 

There  all  his  massy  plates  enroll'd. 

Whene'er  led  forth  upon  the  plain, 

You  saw  him  with  a  liv'ry  train  ; 

Returning  too  with  laurels  crown'd, 

You  heard  the  drums  and  trumpets  sound. 

Let  it  then,  Sir,  be  understood, 

Respect 's  my  due ;  for  I  have  blood.' 
'Vain-glorious  fool!'  the  Carrier  cried, 

•Respect  was  never  paid  to  pride. 

Know,  'twas  thy  giddy  wilful  heart 

Reduc'd  thee  to  this  slavish  part. 

Did  not  thy  headstrong  youth  disdain 

To  learn  the  conduct  of  the  rein? 

Thus  coxcombs,  blind  to  real  merit, 

In  vicious  frolics  fancy  spirit. 

What  is  't  to  me  by  whom  begot, 

Thou  restive,  pert,  conceited  sot? 

Your  sires  I  rev'rence ;  'tis  their  due: 

But,  worthless  fool,  what's  that  to  you  ? 

Ask  all  the  carriers  on  the  road, 

They  '11  say  thy  keeping 's  ill-bestow'd. 
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Then  vaunt  no  more  thy  noble  Tace, 
That  neither  mends  thy  strength  or  pace. 
What  profits  me  thy  boast  of  blood  ? 
An  ass  hath  more  intrinsic  good. 
By  outward  show  let 's  not  be  cheated; 
An  ass  should  like  an  ass  be  treated.' 


FABLE  XII. 

Pan  and  Fortune. 
To  a  young  Heir. 
Soon  as  your  father's  death  was  known 
(As  if  th'  estate  had  been  their  own), 
The  gamesters  outwardly  express'd 
The  decent  joy  within  your  breast. 
So  lavish  in  your  praise  they  grew, 
As  spoke  their  certain  hopes  in  you. 

One  counts  your  income  of  the  year, 
How  much  in  ready  money  clear. 

*  No  house,'  says  he, '  is  more  complete; 
The  garden 's  elegant  and  great: 
How  fine  the  park  around  it  lies! 
The  timber 's  of  a  noble  size  ! 
Then,  coxint  his  jewels  and  his  plate ! 
Besides,  'tis  no  entail'd  estate. 
If  cash  run  low,  his  lands  in  fee 
Are,  or  for  sale,  or  mortgage  free.' 

Thus  they,  before  you  threw  the  main, 
Seem  to  anticipate  their  gain. 

Would  you,  when  thieves  were  known  abroad. 
Bring  forth  your  treasures  in  the  road  ? 
Would  not  the  fool  abet  the  stealth, 
Who  rashly  thus  expos' d  his  wealth  ? 
Yet  this  you  do,  whene'er  you  play 
Among  the  gentlemen  of  prey. 

Could  fools  to  keep  their  own  contrive, 
On  what,  on  whom  could  gamesters  thrive? 
Is  it  in  charity  you  game, 
To  save  your  worthy  gang  from  shame  ? 
Unles3  you  furnish'd  daily  bread, 
Which  way  could  idleness  be  fed? 
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Could  these  professors  of  deceit 
Within  the  law  no  longer  cheat, 
They  must  run  bolder  risks  for  prey, 
And  strip  the  trav'ller  on  the  way. 
Thus  in  your  annual  rents  they  share, 
And  'scape  the  noose  from  year  to  year. 

Consider,  ere  you  make  the  bet, 
That  sum  might  cross  your  tailor's  debt. 
When  you  the  pilfring  rattle  shake, 
Is  not  your  honour  too  at  stake  ri 
Must  you  not  by  mean  lies  evade 
To-morrow's  duns  from  ev'ry  trade? 
By  promises  so  often  paid, 
Is  yet  your  tailor's  bill  defray'd? 
Must  you  not  pitifully  fawn, 
To  have  your  butcher's  writs  withdrawn  1 
This  must  be  done.     In  debts  of  play 
Your  honour  suffers  no  delay : 
And  not  this  year's  and  next  year's  rent 
The  sons  of  rapine  can  content. 

Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold, 
Estates  dismember'd,  mortgag'd,  sold ! 
Their  owners,  now  to  jails  confin'd, 
Shew  equal  poverty  of  mind. 
Some,  who  the  spoil  of  knaves  are  made, 
Too  late  attempt  to  learn  their  trade. 
Some,  for  the  folly  of  one  hour, 
Become  the  dirty  tools  of  pow'r, 
And,  with  the  mercenary  list, 
Upon  court-charity  subsist. 

You'll  find  at  last  this  maxim  true, 
Fools  are  the  game  which  knaves  pursue. 

The  forest  (a  whole  cent'ry's  shade) 
Must  be  one  wasteful  ruin  made. 
No  mercy's  shown  to  age  or  kind; 
The  gen'ral  massacre  is  sign'd. 
The  park  too  shares  the  dreadful  fate, 
For  duns  grow  louder  at  the  gate. 
Stern  clowns,  obedient  to  the  'squire, 
(What  will  net  barb'rous  hands  for  hire?; 
With  brawny  arms  repeat  the  stroke ; 
Fall'n  are  the  elm  and  rev'rend  oak. 
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Through  the  long  wood  loud  axes  sound, 
And  Echo  groans  with  ev'ry  wound. 

To  see  the  desolation  spread, 
Pan  drops  a  tear,  and  hangs  his  head: 
His  bosom  now  with  fury  burns  : 
Beneath  his  hoof  the  dice  he  spurns. 
Cards  too,  in  peevish  passion  torn, 
The  sport  of  whirling  winds  are  borne. 

'  To  snails  invet'rate  hate  I  bear, 
Who  spoil  the  verdure  of  the  year. 
The  caterpillar  I  detest, 
The  blooming  spring's  voracious  pest; 
The  locust  too,  whose  rav'nous  band 
Spreads  sudden  famine  o'er  the  land. 
But  what  are  these  1 — The  dice's  throw 

At  once  hath  laid  a  forest  low. 

The  cards  are  dealt,  the  bet  is  made, 

And  the  wide  park  hath  lost  its  shade. 

Thus  is  my  kingdom's  pride  defac'd, 
And  all  its  ancient  glories  waste. 

All  this,'  he  cries,  'is  Fortune's  doing: 

'Tis  thus  she  meditates  my  ruin. 

By  Fortune,  that  false,  fickle  jade, 

More  havoc  in  one  hour  is  made, 

Than  all  the  hungry  insect  race, 

Combin'd,  can  in  an  age  deface.' 

Fortune,  by  chance,  who  near  him  pass'd, 

O'erheard  the  vile  aspersion  cast. 

*  Why,  Pan,'  says  she,  «  what's  all  this  rant? 

'Tis  ev'ry  country-bubble's  cant. 

Am  I  the  patroness  of  vice? 

Is 't  I  who  cog  or  palm  the  dice  1 

Did  I  the  shuffling  art  reveal, 

To  mark  the  cards,  or  range  the  deal  ? 

In  all  the  employments  men  pursue, 

I  mind  the  least  what  gamesters  do. 

There  may  (if  computation's  just) 

One  now  and  then  my  conduct  trust: 

I  blame  the  fool,  for  what  can  I, 

When  ninety-nine  my  pow'r  defy? 

These  trust  alone  their  fingers'  ends, 

And  not  one  stake  on  me  depends. 
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Whene'er  the  gamin  g-board  is  set, 
Two  classes  of  mankind  are  met: 
But  if  we  count  the  greedy  race, 
The  knaves  fill  up  the  greater  space. 
;Tis  a  gross  error,  held  in  schools, 
That  Fortune  always  favours  fools. 
In  play  it  never  bears  dispute  ; 
That  doctrine  these  fell'd  oaks  confute. 
Then  why  to  me  such  rancour  shew? 
'Tis  Folly,  Pan,  that  is  thy  foe. 
By  me  his  late  estate  henvon, 
But  he  by  Folly  was  undone.' 

FABLE  XIII. 
Plutus,  Cupid,  and  Time. 
O  f  all  the  burdens  man  must  bear, 
Time  seems  most  galling  and  severe. 
Beneath  this  grievous  load  oppress'd, 
We  daily  meet  some  friend  distress'd. 
'  What  can  one  do  1    I  rose  at  nine. 
'Tis  full  6ix  hours  before  we  dine : 
Six  hours !  no  earthly  thing  to  do! 
Would  I  had  doz'd  in  bed  till  two.' 
A  pamphlet  is  before  him  spread, 
And  almost  half  a  page  is  read; 
Tir'd  with  the  study  of  the  day, 
The  flutt'ring  sheets  are  toss'd  away. 
He  opes  his  snuff-box,  hums  an  air, 
Then  yawns  and  stretches  in  his  chair. 

*  Not  twenty  by  the  minute-hand ! 
Good  gods  !'  says  he,  ■  my  watch  must  stand! 
How  muddling  'tis  on  books  to  pore  ! 
I  thought  I'd  read  an  hour  or  more. 
The  morning  of  all  hours  I  hate. 
One  can't  contrive  to  rise  too  late.' 
To  make  the  minutes  faster  run, 
Then,  too,  his  tiresome  self  to  shun, 
To  the  next  coffee  house  he  speeds, 
Takes  up  the  news,  some  scraps  he  reads, 
Saunt'ring,  from  chair  to  chair  he  trails; 
Now  drinks  his  tea,  now  bites  his  nails. 
F2 
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He  spies  a  partner  of  his  woe ; 
By  chat,  afflictions  lighter  grow ; 
Each  other's  grievances  they  share, 
And  thus  their  dreadful  hours  compare. 

Says  Tom,  *  Since  all  men  must  confess, 
That  Time  lies  heavy  more  or  less; 
Why  should  it  he  so  hard  to  get, 
Till  two,  a  party  at  piquet'? 
Play  might  relieve  the  lagging  morn  ; 
By  cards  long  wintry  nights  are  borne. 
Does  not  quadrille  amuse  the  fair, 
Night  after  night,  throughout  the  year? 
Vapours  and  spleen  forgot,  at  play 
They  cheat  uncounted  hours  away/ 

'  My  case,'  says  Will,  •  then  must  be  hard, 
By  want  of  skill  from  play  debarr'd. 
Courtiers  kill  Time  by  various  ways ; 
Dependence  wears  out  half  their  days. 
How  happy  these  whose  time  ne'er  stands ! 
Attendance  takes  it  off  their  hands. 
Were  't  not  for  this  cursed  show'r, 
The  park  had  whirl'd  away  an  hour. 
At  court,  without  or  place  or  view, 
I  daily  lose  an  hour  or  two. 
It  fully  answers  my  design, 
When  I  have  pick'd  up  friends  to  dine. 
The  tavern  makes  our  burden  light; 
Wine  puts  our  time  and  care  to  flight. 
At  six  (hard  case !)  they  call  to  pay. 
Where  can  one  go  1    I  hate  the  play. 
From  six  till  ten !    Unless  in  sleep, 
One  cannot  spend  the  hours  so  cheap. 
The  comedy  's  no  sooner  done, 
But  some  assembly  is  begun ; 
Loit'ring  from  room  to  room  I  stray, 
Converse,  but  nothing  hear  or  say ; 
Quite  tir'd,  from  fair  to  fair  I  roam. 
So  soon  !  I  dread  the  thoughts  of  home. 
From  thence,  to  quicken  slow-pac'd  Night, 
Again  my  tavern-friends  invite: 
Here  too  our  early  mornings  pass, 
Till  drowsy  sleep  retard  the  glass/ 
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Thus  they  their  wretched  life  bemoan, 
And  make  each  other's  case  their  own. 

Consider,  friends,  no  hour  rolls  on, 
But  something  of  your  grief  is  gone. 
Were  you  to  schemes  of  bus'ness  bred, 
Did  you  the  paths  of  learning  tread, 
Your  hours,  your  days,  would  fly  too  fast; 
You'd  then  regret  the  minute  past. 
Time's  fugitive  and  light  as  wind! 
'Tis  indolence  that  clogs  your  mind ! 
That  load  from  off  your  spirits  shake; 
You'll  own  and  grieve  for  your  mistake. 
A  while  your  thoughtless  spleen  suspend, 
Then  read,  and,  if  you  can,  attend. 

As  Plutus,  to  divert  his  care, 
Walk'd  forth  one  morn  to  take  the  air, 
Cupid  o'ertook  his  strutting  pace. 
Each  star'd  upon  the  stranger's  face, 
Till  recollection  set  'em  right ; 
For  each  knew  t'other  but  by  sight. 
After  some  complimental  talk, 
Time  met  'em,  bow'd,  and  join'd  their  walk. 
Their  chat  on  various  subjects  ran, 
But  most,  what  each  had  done  for  man. 
Plutus  assumes  a  haughty  air, 
Just  like  our  purse  proud  fellows  here. 

•  Let  kings,'  says  he, '  let  cobblers  tell, 
Whose  gifts  among  mankind  excel. 
Consider  courts,  what  draws  their  train? 
Think  you  'tis  loyalty  or  gain  1 
That  statesman  hath  the  strongest  hold, 
Whose  tool  of  politics  is  gold ; 
By  that  in  former  reigns,  'tis  said, 
The  knave  in  pow'r  hath  senates  led. 
By  that  alone  he  sway'd  debates, 
Enrich'd  himself,  and  beggar'd  states. 
Forego  your  boast.     You  must  conclude, 
That 's  most  esteem'd  that 's  most  pursu'd. 
Think  too,  in  what  a  woful  plight 
That  wretch  must  live  whose  pocket  's  light, 
Are  not  his  hours  by  want  depress'd  ? 
Penurious  care  corrodes  his  breast. 
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Without  respect,  or  love,  or  friends, 
His  solitary  day  descends.' 

'  Yoa  might,' says  Cupid,  '  doubt  my  parts, 
My  knowledge  too  in  human  hearts, 
Should  I  the  pow'r  of  gold  dispute, 
Which  great  examples  might  confute. 
I  know,  when  nothing  else  prevails, 
Persuasive  money  seldom  fails ; 
That  beauty  too  (like  other  wares) 
Its  price,  as  well  as  conscience,  bears. 
Then  marriage  (as  of  late  profess'd) 
Is  but  a  money  job  at  best. 
Consent,  compliance  may  be  sold: 
But  love  's  beyond  the  price  of  gold. 
Smugglers  there  are,  who,  by  retail, 
Expose  what  they  call  love,  to  sale ; 
Such  bargains  are  an  arrant  cheat; 
You  purchase  flatt'ry  and  deceit. 
Those  who  true  love  have  ever  try'd 
(The  common  cares  of  life  supply'd), 
No  wants  endure,  no  wishes  make, 
But  ev'ry  real  joy  partake. 
All  comfort  on  themselves  depends; 
They  want  nor  pow'r,  nor  wealth,  nor  friends. 
Love  then  hath  ev'ry  bliss  in  store  i 
'Tis  friendship,  and  'tis  something  more. 
Each  other  ev'ry  wish  they  give, 
Not  to  know  love,  is  not  to  live. 

'  Or  love,  or  money,'  Time  reply'd, 
'  Were  men  the  question  to  decide, 
Would  bear  the  prize :  on  both  intent, 
My  boon  's  neglected  or  mispent. 
'Tis  I  who  measure  vital  space, 
And  deal  out  years  to  human  race. 
Though  little  priz'd,  and  seldom  sough  t, 
Without  me  love  and  gold  are  nought. 
How  does  the  miser  Time  employ  1 
Did  I  e'er  see  him  life  enjoy  1 
By  me  forsook,  the  hoards  he  won, 
Are  scatter 'd  by  his  lavish  son. 
By  me  all  useful  arts  are  gain'd; 
Wealth,  learning,  wisdom,  is  attain'd. 
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Who  then  would  think  (since  such  my  pow'r) 
That  e'er  I  knew  an  idle  hour? 
So  subtle  and  so  swift  I  fly, 
Love's  not  moTe  fugitive  than  I. 
Who  hath  not  heard  coquettes  complain 
Of  days,  months,  years,  mispent  in  vain? 
For  Time  misns'd  they  pine  and  waste, 
And  love's  sweet  pleasures  never  taste. 
Those  who  direct  their  time  aright, 
If  love  or  wealth  their  hopes  excite, 
In  each  pursuit  fit  hours  employ'd, 
And  both  by  time  have  been  enjoy'd. 
How  heedless  then  are  mertals  grown  ! 
How  little  is  their  int'rest  known ! 
In  ev'ry  view  they  ought  to  mind  me ! 
For,  when  once  lost,  they  never  find  me.' 
He  spoke.     The  gods  no  more  contest, 
And  his  superior  gift  confess'd; 
That  time  (when  truly  understood), 
Is  the  most  precious  earthly  good. 


FABLE  XIV. 

The,  Owl,  the  Swa?i,  the  Cock,  the  Spider,  the  Ass, 
and  the  Farmer. 

To  a  Mother. 

Conversing  with  your  sprightly  boys, 
Your  eyes  have  spoke  the  mother's  joys. 
With  what  delight  I  've  heard  you  quote 
Their  sayings  in  imperfect  note! 

I  grant,  m  body  and  in  mind, 
Nature  appears  profusely  kind. 
Trust  not  to  that.     Act  you  your  part ; 
Imprint  just  morals  on  their  heart; 
Impartially  their  talents  scan: 
Just  education  forms  the  man. 

Perhaps  (their  genius  yet  unknown) 
Each  lot  of  life  's  already  thrown ; 
That  this  shall  plead,  the  next  shall  fight. 
The  last  assert  the  church's  right. 
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I  censure  not  the  fond  intent ; 
But  how  precarious  is  th'  eventf 
By  talents  misapply'd  and  cross'd, 
Consider,  all  your  sons  are  lost. 

One  day  (the  tale  's  by  Martial  penn'd) 
A  father  thus  address'd  his  friend : 

'  To  train  my  boy,  and  call  forth  sense, 
You  know  I've  stuck  at  no  expense; 
I've  try'd  him  in  th'  several  arts 
(The  lad,  no  doubt,  hath  latent  parts), 
Yet  trying  all,  he  nothing  knows; 
But,  crab-like,  rather  backward  goes. 
Teach  me  what  yet  remains  undone; 
'Tis  your  advice  shall  fix.  my  son.' 

*  Sir,'says  the  friend, '  I've  weigh'dthe  matter; 
Excuse  me,  for  1  scorn  to  flatter; 
Make  him  (nor  think  his  genius  check'd) 
A  herald,  or  an  architect.' 

Perhaps  (as  commonly  'tis  known) 
He  heard  th'  advice,  and  took  his  own. 

The  boy  wants  wit;  he  's  sent  to  school, 
Where  learning  but  improves  the  fool : 
The  college  next  must  give  him  parts, 
And  cram  him  with  the  lib'ral  arts. 
Whether  he  blunders  at  the  bar, 
Or  owes  his  infamy  to  war ; 
Or  if  by  licence  or  degree 
The  sexton  share  the  doctor's  fee ; 
Or  from  the  pulpit  by  the  hour 
He  weekly  floods  of  nonsense  pour; 
We  find  (th'  intent  of  Nature  foil'd) 
A  tailor  or  a  butcher  spoil'd. 

Thus  ministers  have  royal  boons 
Conferr'd  on  blockheads  and  buffoons  : 
In  spite  of  nature,  merit,  wit, 
Their  friends  for  ev'ry  post  were  fit. 

But  now  let  ev'ry  muse  confess 
That  merit  finds  its  due  success. 
Th*  examples  of  our  days  regard ; 
Where  's  virtue  seen  without  reward? 
Distinguish'd  and  in  place  you  find 
Desert  and  worth  of  ev'ry  kind. 
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Survey  the  rev'rend  bench,  and  see 

Religion,  learning,  piety : 

The  patron,  e'er  he  recommends, 

Sees  his  own  image  in  his  friend's. 

Is  honesty  disgrac'd  and  poor, 

What  is 't  to  us  what  was  before? 
We  all  of  times  corrupt  have  heard. 

When  paltry  minions  were  preferr'd : 

When  all  great  offices,  by  dozens, 

Were  fill'd  by  brothers,  sons,  and  cousins. 

What  matter  ignorance  and  pride? 

The  man  was  happily  ally'd. 

Provided  that  his  clerk  was  good, 

What  though  he  nothing  understood? 

In  church  and  state,  the  sorry  race 

Grew  more  conspicuous  fools  in  place. 

Such  heads,  as  then  a  treaty  made, 

Had  bungled  in  the  cobbler's  trade. 
Consider,  patrons,  that  such  elves 

Expose  your  folly  with  themselves. 

'Tis  yours,  as  'tis  the  parent's  care, 

To  fix  each  genius  in  its  sphere. 

Your  partial  hand  can  wealth  dispense, 

But  never  give  a  blockhead  sense. 
An  Owl  of  magisterial  air, 

Of  solemn  voice,  of  brow  austere, 
Assum'd  the  pride  of  human  race, 
And  bore  his  wisdom  in  his  face. 
Not  to  depreciate  learned  eyes, 
I've  seen  a  pedant  look  as  wise. 

Within  a  barn  from  noise  retir'd, 
He  scorn'd  the  world,  himself  admir'd ; 
And,  ftke  an  ancient  sage,  conceal'd 
The  follies  public  life  reveal'd. 
Philosophers  of  old  he  read, 
Their  country's  youth  to  science  bred, 
Their  manners  form'd  for  ev'ry  station, 
And  destin'd  each  his  occupation. 
When  Xenophon,  by  numbers  bra7'd, 
Retreated,  and  a  people  sav'd, 
That  laurel  was  not  all  his  own, 
The  plant  by  Socrates  was  sown. 
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To  Aristotle's  greater  name 
The  Macedonian  ow'd  his  fame. 

Th'  Athenian  bird,  with  pride  replete, 
Their  talents  eqnall'd  in  conceit; 
And,  copying  the  Socratic  rule, 
Set  up  for  master  of  a  school. 
Dogmatic  jargon,  learn'd  by  heart, 
Trite  sentences,  hard  terms  of  art, 
To  vulgar  ears  seem'd  so  profound, 
They  fancy'd  learning  in  the  sound. 

The  school  had  fame :  the  crowded  place 
With  pupils  swarm'd  of  ev'ry  race. 
With  these  the  Swan's  maternal  care 
Had  sent  her  scarce-fledg'd  cygnet  heir  : 
The  Hen,  though  fond  and  loth  to  part, 
Here  lodg'd  the  darling  of  her  heart: 
The  Spider,  of  mechanic  kind, 
Aspir'dto  science  more  refin'd: 
The  Ass  learn'd  metaphors  and  tropes, 
But  most  on  music  fix'd  his  hopes. 

The  pupils  now,  advanc'd  in  age, 
Were  call'd  to  tread  life's  busy  stage; 
And  to  the  master  'twas  submitted, 
That  each  might  to  his  part  be  fitted. 

'  The  Swan,'  says  he, '  in  arms  shall  shine  : 
The  soldier's  glorious  toil  be  thine. 

'  The  Cock  shall  mighty  wealth  attain  : 
Go  seek  it  on  the  stormy  main. 

'  The  court  shall  be  the  Spider's  sphere ; 
Pow'r,  fortune,  shall  reward  him  there. 

'  In  music's  art  the  Ass's  fame 
Shall  emulate  Corelli's  name.' 

Each  took  the  part  that  he  advis'd, 
And  all  were  equally  despis'd. 
A  Farmer,  at  his  folly  mov'd, 
The  dull  preceptor  thus  reprov'd : 
'  Blockhead,'  says  he,  ■  by  what  you've  done, 
One  would  have  thought  'em  each  your  son  ; 
For  parents,  to  their  offspring  blind, 
Consult  nor  parts,  nor  turn  of  mind ; 
But  ev'n  in  infancy  decree 
What  this,  what  t'other  son  shall  be. 
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Had  you  with  judgment  weigh'd  the  case, 
Their  genius  thus  had  fix'd  their  place; 
The  Swan  had  learnt  the  sailor's  art: 
The  Cock  had  play'd  the  soldier's  part; 
The  spider  in  the  weaver's  trade 
With  credit  had  a  fortune  made: 
But  for  the  fool,  in  ev'ry  class 
The  blockhead  had  appear'd  an  Ass/ 

FABLE  XV. 

The  Cook-maid,  the  Turnspit,  and  the  Ox. 
To  a  Poor  Man. 
Consider  man  in  ev'ry  sphere, 
Then  tell  me,  is  your  lot  severe? 
'Tis  murmur,  discontent,  distrust, 
That  makes  you  wretched.     God  is  just. 

I  grant  that  hunger  must  he  fed, 
That  toil  too  earns  thy  daily  hread. 
What  then?  thy  wants  are  seen  and  known; 
But  ev'ry  mortal  feels  his  own. 
We're  born  a  restless,  needy  crew: 
Shew  me  the  happier  man  than  you. 

Adam,  though  bless'd  above  his  kind, 
For  want  of  social  woman  pin'd. 
Eve's  wants  the  subtle  serpent  saw, 
Her  fickle  taste  transgress'd  the  law ; 
Thus  fell  our  sire ;  and  their  disgrace 
The  curse  entail'd  on  human  race. 

When  Philip's  son,  by  glory  led, 
Had  o'er  the  globe  his  empire  spread; 
When  altars  to  his  name  were  dress'd, 
That  he  was  man,  his  tears  confess'd. 

The  hopes  of  avarice  are  check'd  : 
The  proud  man  always  wants  respect. 
What  various  wants  on  pow'r  attend! 
Ambition  never  gains  its  end. 
Who  hath  not  heard  the  rich  complain 
Of  surfeits  and  corporeal  pain? 
He,  barr'd  from  ev'ry  use  of  wealth, 
Envies  the  ploughman's  strength  and  health. 
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Another  in  a  beauteous  wife 
Finds  all  the  miseries  of  life : 
Domestic  jars  and  jealous  fear 
Embitter  all  his  days  with  care. 
This  wants  an  heir;  the  line  is  lost: 
Why  was  that  vain  entail  engross'd? 
Canst  thou  discern  another's  mind  ? 
What  is  't  you  envy?  Envy  's  blind. 
Tell  Envy,  when  she  would  annoy, 
That  thousands  want  what  you  enjoy. 

'  The  dinner  must  be  dish'd  at  one, 
Where  's  this  vexatious  Turnspit  gone? 
Unless  the  skulking  cur  is  caught, 
The  sirloin  's  spoil'd,  and  I'm  in  fault.' 

Thus  said  (for  sure  you'll  think  it  fit 
That  I  the  Cookmaid's  oaths  omit), 
With  all  the  fury  of  a  cook, 
Her  cooler  kitchen  Nan  forsook. 
The  broomstick  o'er  her  head  she  waves ; 
She  sweats,  she  stamps,  she  puffs,  she  raves. 
The  sneaking  cur  before  her  flies: 
She  whistles,  calls;  fair  speech  she  tries : 
These  nought  avail.     Her  choler  burns; 
The  fist  and  cudgel  threat  by  turns. 
With  hasty  stride  she  presses  near;. 
He  slinks  aloof,  and  howls  with  fear. 

'  Was  ever  cur  so  curs'd!'  he  cried, 
'  What  star  did  at  my  birth  preside  ? 
Am  I  for  life  by  compact  bound 
To  tread  the  wheel's  eternal  round? 
Inglorious  task !   Of  all  our  race 
No  slave  is  half  so  mean  and  base. 
Had  fate  a  kinder  lot  assign'd, 
And  form'd  me  of  the  lap-dog  kind, 
I  then,  in  higher  life  employ'd, 
Had  indolence  and  ease  enjoy'd; 
And,  like  a  gentleman  caress'd, 
Had  been  the  lady's  fav'rite  guest. 
Or  were  I  sprung  from  spaniel  line, 
Was  his  sagacious  nostril  mine, 
By  me,  their  never-erring  guide, 
From  wood  and  plain  their  feasts  supply'd, 
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Knights,  'squires,  attendant  on  my  pace, 

Had  shar'd  the  pleasures  of  the  chase. 

Endu'd  with  native  strength  and  fire, 

Why  call'd  I  not  the  lion  sire? 

A  lion!  such  mean  views  1  scorn: 

Why  was  I  not  of  woman  born? 

Who  dares  with  reason's  pow'r  contend? 

On  man  we  brutal  slaves  depend; 

To  him  all  creatures  tribute  pay, 

And  luxury  employs  his  day.' 

An  Ox  by  chauce  o'erheard  his  moan, 
And  thus  rebuk'd  the  lazy  drone; 
'  Dare  you  at  partial  fate  repine? 
How  kind 's  your  lot  compar'd  with  mine ! 
Decreed  to  toil,  the  barb'rous  knife 
Hath  sever'd  me  from  social  life ; 
TJrg'd  by  the  stimulating  goad, 
I  drag  the  cumbrous  waggon's  load: 
'Tis  mine  to  tame  the  stubborn  plain, 
Break  the  stiff  soil,  and  house  the  grain  ; 
Yet  I,  without  a  murmur,  bear 
The  various  labours  of  the  year. 
But  then  consider  that  one  day 
(Perhaps  the  hour's  not  far  away) 
You,  by  the  duties  of  your  post, 
Shall  turn  the  spit,  when  I'm  the  roast: 
And  for  reward  shall  share  the  feast; 
I  mean,  shall  pick  my  bones  at  least.' 

•  Till  now,'  th'  astonish'd  Cur  replies, 
'  I  look'd  on  all  with  envious  eyes. 
How  false  we  judge  by  what  appears! 
All  creatures  feel  their  sev'ral  cares. 
If  thus  yon  mighty  beast  complains, 
Perhaps  man  knows  superior  pains. 
Let  envy  then  no  more  torment: 
Think  on  the  Ox,  and  learn  content/ 

Thus  said;  close  following  at  her  heel, 
With  cheerful  heart  he  mounts  the  wheel. 
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FABLE  XVI. 
The  Ravens,  Sexton,  and  Earth-worm. 


Laura,  methinks  you're  over-nice. 
True.    Flatt'ry  is  a  shocking  vice. 
Yet  sure,  whene'er  the  praise  is  just, 
One  may  commend  without  disgust. 
Am  I  a  privilege  deny'd, 
IndulgM  by  ev'ry  tongue  beside? 
How  singular  are  all  your  ways! 
A  woman,  and  averse  to  praise! 
If  'tis  offence  such  truths  to  tell, 
Why  do  your  merits  thus  excel? 

Since  then  I  dare  not  speak  my  mind, 
A  truth  conspicuous  to  mankind ! 
Though  in  full  lustre  ev'ry  grace 
Distinguish  your  celestial  face; 
Though  beauties  cf  inferior  ray 
(Like  stars  before  the  orb  of  day) 
Turn  pale  and  fade :  I  check  my  lays, 
Admiring  what  I  dare  not  praise. 
If  you  the  tribute  due  disdain, 

The  Muse's  mortifying  strain, 

Shall,  like  a  woman  in  mere  spite, 

Set  beauty  in  a  moral  light. 

Though  such  revenge  might  shock  the  ear 

Of  many  a  celebrated  fair, 

I  mean  that  superficial  race 

Whose  thoughts  ne'er  reach  beyond  their  face, 

What's  that  to  you  ?  I  but  displease 

Such  ever-girlish  ears  as  these. 

Virtue  can  brook  the  thoughts  of  age, 

That  lasts  the  same  through  ev'ry  stage. 

Though  you  by  time  must  suffer  more 

Than  ever  woman  lost  before ; 

To  age  is  such  indiff 'rence  shewn, 

As  if  your  face  were  not  your  own. 
Were  you  by  Antoninus  taught, 

Or  is  it  native  strength  of  thought 


GAY'S  FABLES.  133 

That  thus,  without  concern  or  fright, 
You  view  yourself  by  reason's  light? 

Those  eyes  of  so  divine  a  ray, 
What  are  they? — Mould'ring  mortal  clay: 
Those  features,  cast  in  heavenly  mould, 
Shall,  like  my  coarser  earth,  grow  old; 
Like  common  grass,  the  fairest  flow'r 
Must  feel  the  hoary  season's  pow'r. 
How  weak,  how  vain  is  human  pride! 
Dares  man  upon  himself  confide  ? 
The  wretch  who  glories  in  his  gain, 
Amasses  heaps  on  heaps  in  vain. 
Why  lose  we  life  in  anxious  cares, 
To  lay  in  hoards  for  future  years  ? 
Can  those  (when  tortur'd  by  d  sease) 
Cheer  our  sick  heart,  or  purchase  ease  ? 
Can  those  prolong  one  gasp  of  breath, 
Or  calm  the  troubled  hour  of  death  ? 

What's  beauty  ? — Call  ye  that  your  own, 
A  flow'r  that  fades  as  soon  as  blown? 
What 's  man  in  all  his  boast  of  sway? 
Perhaps  the  tyrant  of  a  day. 

Alike  the  laws  of  life  take  place 
Through  ev'ry  branch  of  human  race. 
The  monarch  of  long  regal  line 
Was  rais'd  from  dust  as  frail  as  mine. 
Can  he  pour  health  into  his  veins, 
Or  cool  the  fever's  restless  pains? 
Can  he  (worn  down  in  Nature's  course) 
New-brace  his  feeble  nerves  with  force? 
Can  he  (how  vain  is  mortal  pow'r!) 
Stretch  life  beyond  the  destin'd  hour? 

Consider,  man  ;  weigh  well  thy  frame ; 
The  king,  the  beggar  is  the  same. 
Dust  form'd  us  all.     Each  breathes  his  day, 
Then  sinks  into  his  native  clay. 

Beneath  a  venerable  yew, 
That  in  the  lonely  church-yard  grew, 
Two  ravens  sat.     In  solemn  croak 
Thus  one  his  hungry  friend  bespoke: 

*  Methinks  I  scent  some  rich  repast ; 
The  savour  strengthens  with  the  blast; 
Snuff  then,  the  promis'd  feast  inhale : 
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I  taste  the  carcase  in  the  gale. 
Mear  yonder  trees,  the  farmer's  steed, 
From  toil  and  every  drudg'ry  freed, 
Hath  groan'd  his  last.     A  dainty  treat! 
To  birds  of  taste  delicious  meat.' 

A  Sexton,  busy  at  his  trade, 
To  hear  their  chat  suspends  his  spade: 
Death  struck  him  with  no  farther  thought, 
Than  merely  as  the  fees  he  brought. 
'  Was  ever  two  such  blund'ring  fowls, 
In  brains  and  manners  less  than  owls! 
Blockheads,'  says  he, '  learn  more  respect, 
Know  ye  on  whom  ye  thus  reflect  ? 
In  this  same  grave  (who  does  me  right, 
Must  own  the  work  is  strong  and  right) 
The  'squire  that  yon  fair  hall  possess'd, 
To-night  shall  lay  his  bones  at  rest. 
Whence  could  the  gross  mistake  proceed? 
The  'squire  was  somewhat  fat  indeed. 
What  then  ?  the  meanest  bird  of  prey 
Such  want  of  sense  could  ne'er  betray  ; 
For  sure  some  difference  must  be  found 
(Suppose  the  smelling  organ  sound) 
In  carcases  (say  what  we  can), 
Or  where  's  the  dignity  of  man?' 

With  due  respect  to  human  race, 
The  Ravens  undertook  the  case  ; 
In  such  similitude  of  scent, 
Man  ne'er  could  think  reflection  meant. 
As  epicures  extol  a  treat, 
And  seem  their  sav'ry  words  to  eat, 
They  prais'd  dead  horse,  luxurious  food, 
The  Ten 'son- of  the  prescient  brood. 

The  Sexton's  indignation  mov'd, 
The  mean  comparison  reprov'd; 
Their  undiscerning  palate  blam'd, 
Which  two-legg'd  carrion  thus  defam'd. 

Reproachful  speech  from  either  side 
The  want  of  argument  supplied; 
They  rail,  revile:  as  often  ends 
The  contest  of  disputing  friends. 

'  Hold,'  says  the  Fowl,  •  since  human  pride 
With  confutation  ne'er  complied, 
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Let's  state  the  case,  and  then  refer 
The  knotty  point :  for  taste  may  err.' 

As  thus  he  spoke,  from  out  the  mould 
An  Earth-worm,  huge  of  size,  unroll'd 
His  monstrous  length.    They  straight  agree 
To  choose  him  as  their  referee. 
So  to  th'  experience  of  his  jaws, 
Each  states  the  merit  of  the  cause. 

He  paus'd,  and  with  a  solemn  tone 
Thus  made  his  sage  opinion  known : 

'  On  carcases  of  ev'ry  kind 
This  maw  hath  elegantly  din^d ; 
Provok'd  by  luxury  or  need, 
On  beast,  or  fowl,  or  man,  I  feed: 
Such  small  distinction's  in  the  savour, 
By  turns  I  choose  the  fancied  flavour. 
Yet  I  must  own  (that  human  beast) 
A  glutton,  is  the  rankest  feast. 
Man,  cease  this  boast;  for  human  pride 
Hath  various  tracks  to  range  beside. 
The  prince,  who  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
The  judge,  whose  dictate  fix'd  the  law, 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  great,  the  small, 
Are  levell'd;  death  confounds  'em  all. 
Then  think  not  that  we  reptiles  share 
Such  cates,  such  elegance  of  fare ; 
The  only  true  and  real  good 
Of  man  was  never  vermin's  food  : 
'Tis  seated  in  th'  immortal  mind ; 
Virtue  distinguishes  mankind, 
And  that  (as  yet  ne'er  harbour'd  here) 
Mounts  with  the  soul,  we  know  not  where. 
So,  good  man  Sexton,  since  the  case 
Appears  with  such  a  dubious  face, 
To  neither  1  the  cause  determine, 
For  difPrent  tastes  please  different  vermin.' 

FABLE  XVII. 

Ay  and  No. 

I  n  Fable  all  things  hold  discourse : 

Then  Words,  no  doubt,  must  talk  of  course. 
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Once  on  a  time,  near  Cannon-row, 
Two  hostile  Adverbs,  Ay  and  No, 
Were  hastening  to  the  field  of  fight, 
And  front  to  front  stood  opposite ; 
Before  each  general  join 'd  the  van, 
Ay,  the  more  courteous  knight,  began  : 

•  Stop,  peevish  Particle!  beware! 
I'm  told  you  are  not  such  a  bear, 
But  sometimes  yield  when  offer'd  fair. 
Suffer  yon  folks  a  while  to  tattle ; 
'Tis  we  who  must  decide  Ihe  battle. 
Whene'er  we  war  on  yonder  stage, 
With  various  fate  and  equal  rage, 
The  nation  trembles  at  each  blow 
That  No  gives  Ay,  and  Ay  gives  No ; 
Yet  in  expensive  long  contention, 
We  gain  nor  office,  grant,  or  pension. 
Why  then  should  kinsfolk  quarrel  thus  ? 
(For  two  of  you  make  one  of  us.) 
To  some  wise  statesman  let  us  go, 
Where  each  his  proper  use  may  know : 
He  may  admit  two  such  commanders, 
And  make  those  wait  who  serv'd  in  Flanders. 
Let's  quarter  on  a  gTeat  man's  tongue, 

A  treasury-lord,  not  Maister  Y g. 

Obsequious  at  his  high  command, 
Ay  shall  march  forth  to  tax  the  land  ; 
Impeachments  No  can  best  resist, 
And  Ay  support  the  Civil  List: 
Ay,  quick  as  Caesar,  wins  the  day, 
And  No,  like  Fabius,  by  delay, 
Sometimes  in  mutual  sly  disguise, 
Let  Ay's  seem  No's,  and  No's  seem  Ay's; 
Ay's  be  in  courts  denials  meant, 
And  No's  in  bishops  give  consent.' 

Thus  Ay  propos'd — and,  for  reply, 
No,  for  the  first  time,  answer'd  '  Ay!' 
They  parted  with  a  thousand  kisses, 
And  fight  ere  since  for  pay,  like  Swisse*. 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


RURAL  SPORTS:— A  GEORGIC. 

To  Mr.  Pope. 

CANTO    I. 

You,  who  the  sweets  of  rural  life  have  known, 
Despise  the  ungrateful  hurry  of  the  town; 
In  Windsor  groves  your  easy  hours  employ, 
And,  undisturb'd,  yourself  and  muse  enjoy. 
Thames  listens  to  thy  strains,  and  silent  flows, 
And  no  rude  winds  through  rustling  osiers  blows ; 
While  all  his  wondering  nymphs  around  thee  throng, 
To  hear  the  Syrens  warble  in  thy  song. 

Bat  I,  who  ne'er  was  bless'd  by  fortune's  hand, 
Nor  brighten'd  plough-shares  in  paternal  land, 
Long  in  the  noisy  town  have  been  immur'd, 
Respir'd  its  smoke,  and  all  its  cares  endur'd, 
Where  news  and  politics  divide  mankind, 
And  schemes  of  state  involve  the  uneasy  mind; 
Faction  embroils  the  world;  and  every  tongue 
Is  mov'd  by  flattery,  or  with  scandal  hung : 
Friendship,  for  silvan  shades,  the  palace  flies, 
Where  all  must  yield  to  interest's  dearer  ties, 
Each  rival  Machiavel  with  envy  burns, 
And  honesty  forsakes  them  all  by  turns ; 
While  calumny  upon  each  party 's  thrown, 
Which  both  promote,  and  both  alike  disown. 
Fatigu'd  at  last,  a  calm  retreat  I  chose, 
And  sooth'd  my  harass'd  mind  with  sweet  repose, 
Where  fields,  and  shades,  and  the  refreshing  clime , 
Inspire  my  silvan  song,  and  prompt  my  rhyme. 
My  muse  shall  rove  through  flowery  meads  and  plains, 
And  deck  with  rural  sports  her  native  strains, 
And  the  same  road  ambitiously  pursue, 
Frequented  by  the  Mantuan  swain,  and  you. 
G 
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"Tis  not  that  rural  sports  alone  invite, 
But  all  the  grateful  country  breathes  delight ; 
Here  blooming  health  exerts  her  gentle  reign, 
And  strings  the  sinews  of  the  industrious  swain. 
Soon  as  the  morning  lark  salutes  the  day, 
Through  dewy  fields  I  take  my  frequent  way, 
Where  I  behold  the  farmer's  early  care, 
In  the  revolving  labours  of  the  year. 

When  the  fresh  Spring  in  all  her  state  is  crown'd, 
And  high  luxuriant  grass  o'erspreads  the  ground, 
The  labourer  with  the  bending  scythe  is  seen, 
Shaving  the  surface  of  the  waving  green, 
Of  all  her  native  pride  disrobes  the  land, 
And  meads  lays  waste  before  his  sweeping  hand ; 
While  with  the  mounting  sun  the  meadow  glows, 
The  fading  herbage  round  he  loosely  throws ; 
But  if  some  sign  portend  a  lasting  shower, 
Th'  experienc'd  swain  foresees  the  coming  hoar, 
His  sun  burnt  hands  the  scattering  fork  forsake, 
And  ruddy  damsels  ply  the  saving  rake; 
In  rising  hills  the  fragrant  harvest  grows, 
And  spreads  along  the  field  in  equal  rows. 

No  w  when  the  height  of  he  aven  bright  Phoebus  gains , 
And  level  rays  cleave  wide  the  thirsty  plains, 
When  heifers  seek  the  shade  and  cooling  lake, 
And  in  the  middle  pathway  basks  the  snake, 

0  lead  me,  guard  me  from  the  sultry  hours, 
Hide  me,  ye  forests,  in  your  closest  bowers; 
Where  the  tall  oak  his  spreading  arms  entwines, 
And  with  the  beech  a  mutual  shade  combines ; 
Where  flows  the  murmuring  brook,  inviting  dreams, 
Where  bordering  hazle  overhangs  the  streams, 
Whose  rolling  current  winding  round  and  round, 
With  frequent  falls  makes  all  the  woods  resound, 
Upon  the  mossy  couch  my  limbs  I  cast, 

And  even  at  noon  the  sweets  of  evening  taste. 

Here  I  peruse  the  Mantuan's  Georgic  strains, 
And  learn  the  labours  of  Italian  swains ; 
In  every  page  I  see  new  landscapes  rise, 
And  all  Hesperia  opens  to  my  eyes. 

1  wander  o'er  the  various  rural  toil, 

And  know  the  nature  of  each  different  soil : 
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This  waving  field  is  gilded  o'er  with  corn, 
That  spreading  trees  with  blushing  fruit  adorn  : 
Here  I  survey  the  purple  vintage  grow, 
Climb  round  the  poles,  and  rise  in  graceful  row : 
Now  I  behold  the  steed  curvet  and  bound, 
And  paw  with  restless  hoof  the  smoking  ground: 
The  dewlap'd  bull  now  chaffs  along  the  plain, 
While  burning  love  ferments  in  every  vein  ; 
His  well-arm'd  front  against  his  rival  aims, 
And  by  the  dint  of  war  his  mistress  claims : 
The  careful  insect  'midst  his  works  I  view, 
Now  from  the  flowers  exhaust  the  fragrant  dew ; 
With  golden  treasures  load  his  little  thighs, 
And  steer  his  distant  journey  through  the  skies: 
Some  against  hostile  drones  the  hive  defend; 
Others  with  sweets  the  waxen  cells  distend : 
Each  in  the  toil  his  destin'd  office  bears, 
And  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  soul  appears. 

Or  when  the  ploughman  leaves  the  task  of  day, 
And  trudging  homeward  whistles  on  the  way ; 
When  the  big  udder'd  cows  with  patience  stand, 
Waiting  the  strokings  of  the  damsel's  hand ; 
No  warbling  cheers  the  woods ;  the  feather'd  choir 
To  court  kind  slumbers  to  their  sprays  retire : 
When  no  rude  gale  disturbs  the  sleeping  trees, 
Nor  aspen  leaves  confess  the  gentlest  breeze  ; 
Engag'd  in  thought,  to  Neptune's  bounds  I  stray, 
To  take  my  farewell  of  the  parting  day; 
Far  in  the  deep  the  sun  his  glory  hides, 
A  streak  of  gold  the  sea  and  sky  divides; 
The  purple  clouds  their  amber  lining  shew, 
And  edg'd  with  flame  rolls  every  wave  below : 
Here  pensive  I  behold  the  fading  light, 
And  o'er  the  distant  billows  lose  my  sight. 

Now  night  in  silent  state  begins  to  rise, 
And  twinkling  orbs  bestrew  the  uncloudy  skies  ; 
Her  borrow'd  lustre  growing  Cynthia  lends, 
And  on  the  main  a  glittering  path  extends ; 
Millions  of  worlds  hang  in  the  spacious  air, 
Which  round  their  suns  their  annual  circles  steer. 
Sweet  contemplation  elevates  my  sense, 
While  I  survey  the  works  of  Providence. 
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O  could  the  muse  in  loftier  strains  rehearse, 
The  glorious  Author  of  the  universe, 
Who  reins  the  winds,  gives  the  vast  ocean  bounds. 
And  circumscribes  the  floating  worlds  their  rounds, 
My  soul  should  overflow  in  songs  of  praise, 
And  my  Creator's  name  inspire  my  lays ! 

As  in  successive  course  the  seasons  roll, 
So  circling  pleasures  recreate  the  soul. 
When  genial  spring  a  living  warmth  bestows, 
And  o'er  the  year  her  verdant  mantle  throws, 
No  swelling  inundation  hides  the  grounds, 
But  crystal  currents  glide  within  their  bounds: 
The  finny  brood  their  wonted  haunts  forsake, 
Float  in  the  sun,  and  skim  along  the  lake, 
With  frequent  leap  they  range  the  shallow  i 
Their  silver  coats  reflect  the  dazzling  beams : 
Now  let  the  fisherman  his  toils  prepare, 
And  arm  himself  with  every  watery  snare ; 
His  hooks,  his  lines  peruse  with  careful  eye, 
Increase  his  tackle,  and  his  rod  re-tie. 

When  floating  clouds  their  spongy  fleeces  drain, 
Troubling  the  streams  with  swift-descending  rain, 
And  waters,  tumbling  down  the  mountain's  side, 
Bear  the  loose  soil  into  the  swelling  tide ; 
Then,  soon  as  vernal  gales  begin  to  rise, 
And  drive  the  liquid  burden  through  the  skies, 
The  fisher  to  the  neighbouring  current  speeds, 
Whose  rapid  surface  purls,  unknown  to  weeds ; 
Upon  a  rising  border  of  the  brook 
He  sits  him  down,  and  ties  the  treacherous  hook. 
Now  expectation  cheers  his  eager  thought, 
His  bosom  glows  with  treasures  yet  uncaught, 
Before  his  eyes  a  banquet  seems  to  stand, 
Where  every  guest  applauds  hi3  skilful  hand. 

Far  up  the  stream  the  twisted  hair  he  throws, 
Which  down  the  murmuring  current  gently  flows ; 
When  if  or  chance  or  hunger's  powerful  sway 
Directs  the  roving  trout  this  fatal  way, 
He  greedily  sucks  in  the  twining  bait, 
And  tugs  and  nibbles  the  fallacious  meat : 
Now,  happy  fisherman,  now  twitch  the  line! 
How  thy  rod  bends  !  behold,  the  prize  is  thine! 
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Cast  on  the  bank,  he  dies  with  gasping  pains, 

And  trickling  blood  his  silver  mail  distains. 
You  must  not  every  worm  promiscuous  use, 

Judgment  will  tell  thee  proper  bait  to  choose ; 

The  worm  that  draws  a  long  immoderate  size 

The  trout  abhors,  and  the  rank  morsel  flies; 

And  if  too  small,  the  naked  fraud 's  in  sight, 

And  fear  forbids,  while  hunger  does  invite. 

Those  baits  will  best  reward  the  fisher's  pains, 

Whose  polish'd  tails  a  shining  yellow  stains. 

Cleanse  them  from  filth,  to  give  a  tempting  gloss, 

Cherish  the  sullied  reptile  race  with  moss ; 

Amid  the  verdant  bed  they  twine,  they  toil, 

And  from  their  bodies  wipe  their  native  soil. 
But  when  the  sun  displays  his  glorious  beams, 

And  shallow  rivers  flow  with  silver  streams, 

Then  the  deceit  the  scaly  breed  survey, 

Bask  in  the  sun,  and  look  into  the  day. 

You  now  a  more  delusive  art  must  try, 

And  tempt  their  hunger  with  the  curious  fly. 
To  frame  the  little  animal,  provide 

All  the  gay  hues  that  wait  on  female  pride; 

Let  nature  guide  thee ;  sometimes  golden  wire 

The  shining  bellies  of  the  fly  require ; 

The  peacsck  plumes  thy  tackle  must  not  fail, 

Nor  the  dear  purchase  of  the  sable's  tail. 

Each  gaudy  bird  some  slender  tribute  brings, 

And  lends  the  growing  insect  proper  wings : 

Silks  of  all  colours  must  their  aid  impart, 

And  every  fur  promote  the  fisher's  art. 

So  the  gay  lady,  with  expensive  care, 

Borrows  the  pride  of  land,  of  sea,  and  air ; 

Furs,  pearls,  and  plumes,  the  glittering  thing  displays, 

Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  easy  hearts  betrays. 

Mark  well  the  various  seasons  of  the  year, 
How  the  succeeding  insect  race  appear ; 
In  this  revolving  moon  one  colour  reigns, 
Which  in  the  next  the  fickle  trout  disdains. 
Oft  have  I  seen  a  skilful  angler  try 
The  various  colours  of  the  treacherous  fly ; 
When  he  with  fruitless  pain  hath  skimm'd  the  brook, 
And  the  coy  fish  rejects  the  skipping  hook, 
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He  shakes  the  boughs  that  on  the  margin  grow, 

Which  o'er  the  stream  a  waving  forest  throw; 

When  if  an  insect  fall  (his  certain  guide), 

He  gently  takes  him  from  the  whirling  tide ; 

Examines  well  his  form  with  curious  eyes, 

His  gaudy  vest,  his  wings,  his  horns,  and  size. 

Then  round  his  hook  the  chosen  fur  he  winds, 

And  on  the  back  a  speckled  feather  binds: 

So  just  the  colours  shine  through  every  part, 

That  nature  seems  to  live  again  in  art. 

Let  not  thy  wary  step  advance  too  near, 

While  all  thy  hope  hangs  on  a  single  hair ! 

The  new-form'd  insect  on  the  water  moves, 

The  speckled  trout  the  curious  snare  approves: 

Upon  the  curling  surface  let  it  glide, 

With  natural  motion  from  thy  hand  supplied, 

Against  the  stream  now  let  it  gently  play, 

Now  in  the  rapid  eddy  roll  away. 

The  scaly  shoals  float  by,  and  seiz'd  with  fear 

Behold  their  fellows  toss'd  in  thinner  air; 

But  soon  they  leap,  and  catch  the  swimming  bait, 

Plunge  on  the  hook,  and  share  an  equal  fate- 

When  a  brisk  gale  against  the  current  blows, 
And  all  the  watery  plain  in  wrinkles  flows, 
Then  let  the  fisherman  his  art  repeat, 
Where  bubbling  eddies  favour  the  deceit. 
If  an  enormous  salmon  chance  to  spy 
The  wanton  errors  of  the  floating  fly, 
He  lifts  his  silver  gills  above  the  flood, 
And  greedily  sucks  in  the  unfaithful  food  ; 
Then  downward  plunges  with  the  fraudful  prey, 
And  bears  with  joy  the  little  spoil  away. 
Soon,  in  smart  pain,  he  feels  the  dire  mistake, 
Lashes  the  wave,  and  beats  the  foamy  lake, 
With  sudden  rage  he  now  aloft  appears, 
And  in  his  eye  convulsive  anguish  bears; 
And  now  again,  impatient  of  the  wound, 
He  rolls  and  wreaths  his  shining  body  round ; 
Then  headlong  shoots  beneath  the  dashing  tide, 
The  trembling  fins  the  boiling  wave  divide  : 
Now  hope  exalts  the  fisher's  beating  heart, 
Now  he  turns  pale,  and  fears  his  dubious  art; 
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He  views  the  tumbling  fish  with  longing  eyes, 
While  the  line  stretches  with  the  unwieldy  prize. 
Each  motion  humours  with  his  steady  hands, 
And  one  slight  hair  the  mighty  bulk  commands; 
Till  tir'd  at  last,  despoil'd  of  all  his  strength, 
The  game  athwart  the  stream  unfolds  his  length. 
He  now  with  pleasure  views  the  gasping  prize 
Gnash  his  sharp  teeth,  and  roll  his  bloodshot  eyes ; 
Then  draws  him  to  the  shore,  with  artful  care, 
And  lifts  his  nostrils  in  the  sickening  air: 
Upon  the  burden'd  stream  he  floating  lies, 
Stretches  his  quivering  fins,  and  gasping  dies. 

Would  you  preserve  a  numerous  finny  race 
Let  }  our  fierce  dogs  the  ravenous  otter  chase ; 
The  amphibious  monster  ranges  all  the  shores, 
Darts  through  the  waves,  and  every  haunt  explores; 
Or  let  the  gin  his  roving  steps  betray, 
And  save  from  hostile  jaws  the  scaly  prey. 

I  never  wander  where  the  bordering  reeds 
O'erlook  the  muddy  stream,  whose  tangling  weeds 
Perplex  the  fisher ;  I,  nor  choose  to  bear 
The  thievish  nightly  net,  nor  barbed  spear ; 
Nor  drain  I  ponds  the  golden  carp  to  take, 
Nor  troll  for  pikes,  dispeoplers  of  the  lake. 
Around  the  steel  no  tortur'd  worm  shall  twine, 
No  blood  of  living  insect  stain  my  line  ; 
Let  me  less  cruel  cast  the  feather'd  hook, 
With  pliant  rod  athwart  the  pebbled  brook, 
Silent  along  the  mazy  margin  stray, 
And  with  the  fur-wrought  fly  delude  the  prey. 
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Now,  sporting  muse,  draw  in  the  flowing  reins, 
Leave  the  clear  streams  awhile  for  sunny  plains. 
Should  you  the  various  arms  and  toils  rehearse, 
And  all  the  fisherman  adorn  thy  verse ; 
Should  you  the  wide-encircling  net  display, 
And  in  its  spacious  arch  enclose  the  sea, 
Then  haul  the  plunging  load  upon  the  land, 
And  with  the  sole  and  turbct  hide  the  sand; 
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It  would  extend  the  growing  theme  too  long, 
And  tire  the  reader  with  the  watery  song. 

Let  the  keen  hunter  from  the  chase  refrain, 
Nor  render  all  the  ploughman's  labour  vain, 
When  Ceres  pours  out  plenty  from  her  horn, 
And  clothes  the  lields  with  golden  ears  of  corn. 
Now,  now,  ye  reapers,  to  your  task  repair, 
Haste,  save  the  product  of  the  bounteous  year, 
To  the  wide-gathering  hook  long  furrows  yield, 
And  rising  sheaves  extend  through  all  the  field. 

Yet  if  for  silvan  sport  thy  bosom  glow, 
Let  thy  fleet  greyhound  urge  his  flying  foe. 
With  what  delight  the  rapid  course  I  view  ! 
How  does  my  eye  the  circling  race  pursue ! 
He  snaps  deceitful  air  with  empty  jaws, 
The  subtle  hare  darts  swift  beneath  his  paws ; 
She  flies,  he  stretches,  now  with  nimble  bound 
Eager  he  presses  on,  but  overshoots  his  ground : 
She  turns,  he  winds,  and  soon  regains  the  way, 
Then  tears  with  gory  mouth  the  screaming  prey. 
What  various  sport  does  rural  life  afford ! 
What  unbought  dainties  heap  the  wholesome  board  ! 

Nor  less  the  spaniel,  skilful  to  betray, 
Rewards  the  fowler  with  the  feather'd  prey. 
Soon  as  the  lab'ring  horse  with  swelling  veins, 
Hath  safely  hous'd  the  farmer's  doubtful  gains, 
To  sweet  repast  the  unwary  partridge  flies, 
With  joy  amid  the  3catter'd  harvest  lies ; 
Wandering  in  plenty,  danger  he  forgets, 
Nor  dreads  the  slavery  of  entangling  nets. 
The  subtle  dog  scours  with  sagacious  nose 
Along  the  field,  and  snuffs  each  breeze  that  blows ; 
Against  the  wind  he  takes  his  prudent  way, 
While  the  strong  gale  directs  him  to  the  prey ; 
Now  the  warm  scent  assures  the  covey  near, 
He  treads  with  caution,  and  he  points  with  fear; 
Then  (lest  some  centry  fowl  the  fraud  descry, 
And  bid  his  fellows  from  the  danger  fly) 
Close  to  the  ground  in  expectation  lies, 
Till  in  the  snare  the  fluttering  covey  rise. 
Soon  as  the  blushing  light  begins  to  spread, 
And  glancing  Phoebus  gilds  the  mountain's  head, 
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His  early  flight  th'  ill-fated  partridge  takes, 
And  quits  the  friendly  shelter  of  the  brakes; 
Or  when  the  sun  casts  a  declining  ray, 
And  drives  his  chariot  down  the  western  way, 
Let  your  obsequious  ranger  search  around, 
Where  yellow  stubble  withers  on  the  ground  : 
Nor  will  the  roving  spy  direct  in  vain, 
Bat  numerous  coveys  gratify  thy  pain. 
When  the  meridian  sun  contracts  the  shade, 
And  frisking  heifers  seek  the  cooling  glade  ; 
Or  when  the  country  floats  with  sudden  rains, 
Or  driving  mists  deface  the  moist'ned  plains ; 
In  vain  his  toils  the  unskilful  fowler  tries, 
While  in  thick  woods  the  feeding  partridge  lies. 
Nor  must  the  sporting  verse  the  gun  forbear, 
But  what's  the  fowler's  be  the  muse's  care. 
See  now  the  well-taught  pointer  leads  the  way: 
The  scent  grows  warm;    he  stops;   he   springs   the 

prey: 
The  fluttering  coveys  from  the  stubble  rise, 
And  on  swift  wing  divide  the  sounding  skies; 
The  scattering  lead  pursues  the  certain  sight, 
And  death  in  thunder  overtakes  their  flight. 

Cool  breathes  the  morning  air,  and  winter's  hand 
Spreads  wide  her  hoary  mantle  o'er  the  land; 
Now  to  the  copse  thy  lesser  spaniel  take, 
Teach  him  to  range  the  ditch  and  force  the  brake ; 
Not  closest  coverts  can  protect  the  game  : 
Hark !  the  dog  opens  ;  take  thy  certain  aim; 
The  woodcock  flatters;  how  he  wavering  flies! 
The  wood  resounds:  he  wheels,  he  drops,  he  dies. 

The  towering  hawk  let  future  poets  sing, 
Who  terror  bears  upon  hi3  soaring  wing : 
Let  them  on  high  the  frighted  hern  survey, 
And  lofty  numbers  paint  their  airy  fray  : 
Nor  shall  the  mounting  lark  the  muse  detain, 
That  greets  the  morning  with  his  early  strain ; 
When,  'midst  his  song,  the  twinkling  glass  betrays; 
While  from  each  angle  flash  the  glancing  rays, 
And  in  the  sun  the  transient  colours  blaze, 
Pride  lures  the  little  warbler  from  the  skies  : 
The  light-enamour'd  bird  deluded  dies. 
G  2 
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But  still  the  chase,  a  pleasing  task,  remains; 
The  hound  must  open  in  these  rural  strains. 
Soon  as  Aurora  drives  away  the  night, 
And  edges  eastern  clouds  with  rosy  light, 
The  healthy  huntsman,  with  the  cheerful  horn, 
Summons  the  dogs,  and  greets  the  dappled  morn ; 
The  jocund  thunder  wakes  the  enliven'd  hounds, 
They  rouse  from  sleep,  and  answer  sounds  for  sounds. 
Wide  through  the  furzy  field  their  rout  they  take, 
Their  bleeding  bosoms  force  the  thorny  brake : 
The  flying  game  their  smoking  nostrils  trace, 
No  bounding  hedge  obstructs  their  eager  pace ; 
The  distant  mountains  echo  from  afar, 
And  hanging  woods  resound  the  flying  war: 
The  tuneful  noise  the  sprightly  courser  hears, 
Paws  the  green  turf,  and  pricks  his  trembling  ears; 
The  slackened  rein  now  gives  him  all  his  speed, 
Back  flies  the  rapid  ground  beneath  the  steed; 
Hills,  dales,  and  forests  far  behind  remain,        [train. 
While  the  warm  scent  draws  on  the  deep-mouth'd 
Where  shall  the  trembling  hare  a  shelter  find? 
Hark !  death  advances  in  each  gust  of  wind  ! 
New  stratagems  and  doubling  wiles  she  tries, 
Now  circling  turns,  and  now  at  large  she  flies ; 
Till  spent  at  last,  she  pants,  and  heaves  for  breath, 
Then  lays  her  down,  and  waits  devouring  death. 

But  stay,  advent'rous  muse,  hast  thou  the  force 
To  wind  the  twisted  horn,  to  guide  the  horse? 
To  keep  thy  seat  unmov'd  hast  thou  the  skill 
O'er  the  high  gate,  and  down  the  headlong  hill  ? 
Canst  thou  the  stag's  laborious  chase  direct, 
Or  the  strong  fox  through  all  his  arts  detect? 
The  theme  demands  a  more  experienc'd  lay : 
Ye  mighty  hunters,  spare  this  weak  essay. 

Oh  happy  plains,  remote  from  war's  alarms, 
And  all  the  ravages  of  hostile  arms! 
And  happy  shepherds,  who,  secure  from  fear, 
On  open  downs  preserve  your  fleecy  care ' 
Whose  spacious  barns  groan  with  increasing  store, 
And  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor : 
No  barbarous  soldier,  bent  on  cruel  spoil, 
Spreads  desolation  o'er  your  fertile  soil; 
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No  trampling  steed  lays  waste  the  ripen'd  grain, 
No  cracking  fires  devour  the  promis'd  gain  : 
No  flaming  beacons  cast  their  blaze  afar, 
The  dreadful  signal  of  invasive  war; 
No  trumpet's  clangor  wounds  the  mother's  ear, 
And  calls  the  lover  from  his  swooning  fair. 

What  happiness  the  rural  maid  attends, 
In  cheerful  labour  while  each  day  she  spends! 
She  gratefully  receives  what  heaven  has  sent, 
And,  rich  in  poverty,  enjoys  content 
( Such  happiness,  and  such  unblemish'd  fame 
Ne'er  glad  the  bosom  of  the  courtly  dame) : 
She  never  feels  the  spleen's  imagin'd  pains, 
Nor  melancholy  stagnates  in  her  veins ; 
She  never  loses  li.fe  in  thoughtless  ease, 
Nor  on  the  velvet  couch  invites  disease  ; 
Her  home-spun  dress  in  simple  neatness  lies, 
And  for  no  glaring  equipage  she.  sighs : 
Her  reputation,  which  is  all  her  boast, 
In  a  malicious  visit  ne'er  was  lost ; 
No  midnight  masquerade  her  beauty  wears, 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  fading  bloom  repairs. 
If  love's  soft  passion  in  her  bosom  reign, 
An  equal  passion  warms  her  happy  swain ; 
No  home-bred  jars  her  quiet  state  control, 
Nor  watchful  jealousy  torments  her  soul; 
With  secret  joy  she  sees  her  little  race 
Hang  on  her  breast,  and  her  small  cottage  grace; 
The  fleecy  ball  their  little  fingers  cull, 
Or  from  the  spindle  draw  the  length'ning  wool : 
Thus  flow  her  hours  with  constant  peace  of  mind, 
Till  age  the  latest  thread  of  life  unwind. 

Ye  happy  fields,  unknown  to  noise  and  strife, 
The  kind  rewarders  of  industrious  life ; 
Ye  shady  woods,  where  once  I  used  to  rove ; 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  muse  and  love ; 
Ye  murmuring  streams  that  in  meanders  roll, 
The  sweet  composers  of  the  pensive  soul, 
Farewell — The  city  calls  me  from  your  bowers: 
Farewell,  amusing  thoughts  and  peaceful  hours ! 
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THE     FAN. 

A    POEM. 

BOOK   I. 

I  sing  that  graceful  toy,  whose  waving  play. 
With  gentle  gales  relieves  the  sultry  day. 
Not  the  wide  fan  by  Persian  dames  display'd, 
Which  o'er  their  beauty  casts  a  grateful  shade; 
Nor  that  long  known  in  China's  artful  land, 
Which,  while  it  cools  the  face,  fatigues  the  hand; 
Nor  shall  the  muse  in  Asian  climates  rove, 
To  seek  in  Indostan  some  spicy  grove, 
Where  stretch'd  at  ease  the  panting  lady  lies, 
To  shun  the  fervour  of  meridian  skies, 
While  sweating  slaves  catch  every  breeze  of  air, 
And  with  wide-spreading  fans  refresh  the  fair; 
No  busy  gnats  her  pleasing  dreams  molest, 
indame  her  cheek,  or  ravage  o'er  her  breast, 
But  artificial  zephyrs  round  her  fly, 
And  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  sky. 

Nor  shall  Bermudas  long  the  muse  detain, 
Whose  fragrant  forests  bloom  in  Waller's  strain, 
Where  breathing  sweets  from  every  field  ascend, 
And  the  wild  woods  with  golden  apples  bend; 
Yet  let  me  in  some  odorous  shade  repose, 
Whilst  in  my  verse  the  fair  Palmetto  grows : 
Like  the  tall  pine  it  shoots  its  stately  head, 
From  the  broad  top  depending  branches  spread 
No  knotty  limbs  the  taper  body  bears, 
Hung  on  each  bough  a  single  leaf  appears, 
Which  shrivell'd  in  its  infancy  remains, 
Like  a  clos'd  fan,  nor  stretches  wide  its  veins, 
But  as  the  seasons  in  their  circle  run, 
Opes  its  ribb'd  surface  to  the  nearer  sun : 
Beneath  this  shade  the  weary  peasant  lies, 
Plucks  the  broad  leaf,  and  bids  the  breezes  rise. 

Stay,  wandering  muse,  nor  rove  in  foreign  climes. 
To  thy  own  native  shore  confine  thy  rhymes. 
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Assist,  ye  Nine,  your  loftiest  notes  employ, 
Say  what  celestial  skill  contriv'd  the  toy; 
Say  how  this  instrument  of  love  began, 
And  in  immortal  strains  display  the  Fan. 

Strephon  had  long  confest  his  amorous  pain, 
Which  gay  Corinna  rally'd  with  disdain : 
Sometimes  in  broken  words  he  sigh'd  his  care, 
Look'd  pale,  and  trembled  when  he  view'd  the  fair ; 
With  bolder  freedoms  now  the  youth  advanc'd, 
He  dress'd,  he  laugh'd,  he  sung,  he  rhyin'd,  he  danc'd: 
Now  call'd  more  powerful  presents  to  his  aid, 
And,  to  seduce  the  mistress,  brib'd  the  maid ; 
Smooth  flattery  in  her  softer  hours  apply'd, 
The  surest  charm  to  bind  the  force  of  pride. 
But  still  unmoT'd  remains  the  scornful  dame, 
Insults  her  captive,  and  derides  his  flame. 
When  Strephon  saw  his  tows  dispers'd  in  air, 
He  sought  in  solitude  to  lose  his  care ; 
Relief  in  solitude  he  sought  in  vain, 
It  serv'd,  like  music,  but  to  feed  his  pain. 
To  Venus  now  the  slighted  boy  complains, 
And  calls  the  goddess  in  these  tender  strains : 

O  potent  queen,  from  Neptune's  empire  sprung, 
Whose  glorious  birth  admiring  Nereids  sung, 
Who  *midst  the  fragrant  plains  of  Cyprus  rove, 
Whose  radiant  presence  gilds  the  Paphian  grove, 
Where  to  thy  name  a  thousand  altars  rise, 
And  curling  clouds  of  incense  hide  the  skies; 
O  beauteous  goddess,  teach  me  how  to  move, 
Inspire  my  tongue  with  eloquence  of  love. 
If  lost  Adonis  e'er  thy  bosom  warm'd, 
If  e'er  his  eyes  or  godlike  figure  cbarm'd, 
Think  on  those  hours  when  first  you  felt  the  dart, 
Think  on  the  restless  fever  of  thy  heart; 
Think  how  you  pin'd  in  absence  of  the  swain  : 
By  those  uneasy  minutes  know  my  pain. 
Even  while  Cydippe  to  Diana  bows, 
And  at  her  shrine  renews  her  virgin  vows, 
The  lover,  taught  by  thee,  her  pride  o'ercame ; 
She  reads  his  oaths,  and  feels  an  equal  flame! 
Oh,  may  my  flame,  like  thine,  Acontius,  prove, 
May  Venus  dictate,  and  reward  my  love. 
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When  crowds  of  6uitors  Atalanta  try'd, 

She  wealth  and  beauty,  wit  and  fame  defy'd; 

Each  daring  lover  with  advent* rous  pace 

Pursu'd  his  wishes  in  the  dangerous  race; 

Like  the  swift  hind,  the  bounding  damsel  flies, 

Strains  to  the  goal,  the  distanc'd  lover  dies. 

Hippomenes,  0  Venus,  was  thy  care, 

You  taught  the  swain  to  stay  the  flying  fair, 

Thy  golden  present  caught  the  virgin's  eyes, 

She  stoops;  he  rushes  on,  and  gains  the  prize. 

Say,  Cyprian  deity,  what  gift,  what  art, 

Shall  humble  into  love  Corinna's  heart? 

If  only  some  bright  toy  can  charm  her  sight, 

Teach  me  what  present  may  suspend  her  flight. 

Thus  the  desponding  youth  his  flame  declares, 
The  goddess  with  a  nod  his  passion  hears. 
Far  in  Cythera  stands  a  spacious  grove, 
Sacred  to  Venus  and  the  god  of  love ; 
Here  the  luxuriant  myrtle  rears  her  head, 
Like  the  tall  oak  the  fragrant  branches  spread ; 
Here  nature  all  her  sweets  profusely  pours, 
And  paints  the  enamell'd  ground  with  various  flowers ; 
Deep  in  the  gloomy  glade  a  grotto  bends, 
Wide  through  the  craggy  rock  an  arch  extends, 
The  rugged  stone  is  cloth'd  with  mantling  vines, 
And  round  the  cave  the  creeping  woodbine  twines. 

Here  busy  Cupids,  with  pernicious  art, 
Form  the  stiff  bow,  and  forge  the  fatal  dart ; 
All  share  the  toil ;  while  some  the  bellows  ply, 
Others  with  feathers  teach  the  shafts  to  fly  : 
Some  with  joint  force  whirl  round  the  stony  wheel, 
Where  streams  the  sparkling  fire  from  temper'd  steel; 
Some  point  their  arrows  with  the  nicest  skill, 
And  with  the  warlike  store  their  quivers  fill. 

A  different  toil  another  forge  employs ; 
Here  the  loud  hammer  fashions  female  toys. 
Hence  i3  the  fair  with  ornament  supply'd, 
Hence  sprung  the  glittering  implements  of  pride ; 
Each  trinket  that  adorns  the  modern  dame, 
First  to  these  little  artists  ow'd  its  frame. 
Here  an  unfinish'd  diamond-crosslet  lay, 
To  which  soft  lovers  adoration  pay ; 
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There  was  the  polish'd  crystal  bottle  seen, 
That  with  quick  scents  revives  the  modish  spleen  ; 
Here  the  yet  rude  unjointed  snuff-box  lies, 
Which  serves  the  rally'dfop  for  smart  replies ; 
There  piles  of  paper  rose  in  gilded  reams, 
The  future  records  of  the  lover's  flames ; 
Here  clouded  canes  'midst  heaps  of  toys  are  found, 
And  inlaid  tweezer-cases  strew  the  ground. 
There  stands  the  toilette,  nursery  of  charms, 
Completely  furnish'd  with  bright  beauty's  arms; 
The  patch,  the  powder-box,  pulville,  perfumes, 
Pins,  paint,  a  flattering  glass,  and  black-lead  combs. 

The  toilsome  hours  in  different  labour  slide, 
Some  work  the  file,  and  some  the  graver  guide; 
From  the  loud  anvil  the  quick  blow  rebounds, 
And  their  rais'd  arms  descend  in  tuneful  sounds. 
Thus  when  Semiramis,  in  ancient  days, 
Bade  Babylon  her  mighty  bulwarks  raise  ; 
A  swarm  of  labourers  different  tasks  attend: 
Here  pulliesmake  the  pond'rous  oak  ascend, 
With  echoing  strokes  the  cragged  quarry  groans, 
While  there  the  chisel  forms  the  shapeless  stones; 
The  weighty  mallet  deals  resounding  blows, 
Till  the  proud  battlements  her  towers  enclose. 

Now  Venus  mounts  her  car,  she  shakes  the  reins, 
And  steers  her  turtles  to  Cythera's  plains; 
Straight  to  the  grot  with  graceful  step  she  goes, 
Her  loose  ambrosial  hair  behind  her  flows : 
The  swelling  bellows  heave  for  breath  no  more, 
All  drop  their  silent  hammers  on  the  floor; 
In  deep  suspense  the  mighty  labour  stands, 
While  thus  the  goddess  spoke  her  mild  commands  : 

Industrious  Loves,  your  present  toils  forbear, 
A  more  important  task  demands  your  care; 
Long  has  the  scheme  employ'd  my  thoughtful  mind, 
By  judgment  ripen'd,  and  by  time  refin'd. 
That  glorious  bird  have  ye  not  often  seen 
Who  draws  the  car  of  the  celestial  queen  1 
Have  ye  not  oft  survey'd  his  varying  dyes, 
His  tail  all  gilded  o'er  with  Argus'  eyes  1 
Have  ye  not  seen  him  in  the  sunny  day 
Unfurl  his  plumes,  and  all  his  pride  display, 
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Then  suddenly  contract  his  dazzling  train, 
And  with  long-trailing  feathers  sweep  the  plain? 
Learn  from  this  hint,  let  this  instruct  your  art ; 
Thin  taper  sticks  must  from  one  centre  part  : 
Let  these  into  the  quadrant's  form  divide, 
The  spreading  ribs  with  snowy  paper  hide ; 
Here  shall  the  pencil  bid  its  colours  flow, 
And  make  a  miniature  creation  grow. 
Let  the  machine  in  equal  foldings  close, 
And  now  its  plaited  surface  wide  dispose. 
So  shall  the  fair  her  idle  hand  employ, 
And  grace  each  motion  with  the  restless  toy, 
With  various  play  bid  grateful  zephyrs  rise, 
While  love  in  every  grateful  zephyr  flies. 

The  master  Cupid  traces  out  the  lines, 
And  with  judicious  hand  the  draught  designs, 
The  expecting  Loves  with  joy  the  model  view, 
And  the  joint  labour  eagerly  pursue. 
Some  slit  their  arrows  with  the  nicest  art, 
And  into  sticks  convert  the  shiver 'd  dart; 
The  breathing  bellows  wake  the  sleeping  sire, 
Blow  off  the  cinders,  and  the  sparks  aspire  ; 
Their  arrow's  point  they  soften  in  the  flame, 
And  sounding  hammers  break  its  barbed  frame: 
Of  this,  the  little  pin  they  neatly  mould, 
From  whence  their  arms  the  spreading  sticks  unfold  ; 
In  equal  plaits  they  now  the  paper  bend, 
And  at  just  distance  the  wide  ribs  extend, 
Then  on  the  frame  they  mount  the  limber  skreen, 
And  finish  instantly  the  new  machine. 

The  goddess  pleas'd,  the  curious  work  receives, 
Ilemounts  her  chariot,  and  the  grotto  leaves; 
With  the  light  fan  she  moves  the  yielding  air, 
And  gales,  till  then  unknown,  play  round  the  fair. 

Unhappy  lovers,  how  will  you  withstand, 
When  these  new  arms  shall  grace  your  charmer'shand? 
In  ancient  times,  when  maids  in  thought  were  pure, 
When  eyes  were  artless,  and  the  look  demure, 
When  the  wide  ruff  the  well-turn'd  neck  enclos'd, 
And  heaving  breasts  within  the  stays  repos'd, 
When  the  close  hood  conceal'd  the  modest  ear, 
Ere  black-lead  combs  disown'd  the  virgin's  hair; 
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Then  in  the  muff  unactive  fingers  lay, 
Nor  taught  the  fan  in  fickle  forms  to  play. 

How  are  the  sex  improv'd  in  amorous  arts, 
What  new-found  snares  they  bait  for  human  hearts  I 

When  kindling  war  theravish'd  globe  ran  o'er, 
And  fatten'd  thirsty  plains  with  human  gore, 
At  first,  the  brandish'd  arm  the  javelin  threw, 
Or  sent  wing'd  arrows  from  the  twanging  yew  ; 
In  the  bright  air  the  dreadful  faulchion  shone, 
Or  whistling  slings  dismiss'd  the  uncertain  stone. 
Now  men  those  less  destructive  arms  despise, 
Wide-wasted  death  from  thundering  cannon  flies, 
One  hour  with  more  battalions  strows  the  plain, 
Than  were  of  yore  in  weekly  battles  slain. 
So  love  with  fatal  airs  the  nymph  supplies, 
Her  dress  disposes,  and  directs  her  eyes. 
The  bosom  now  its  panting  beauty  shews, 
The  experienc'd  eye  resistless  glances  throws; 
Now  vary'd  patches  wander  o'er  the  face, 
And  strike  each  gazer  with  a  borrow'd  grace  ; 
The  fickle  head-dress  sinks  and  now  aspires 
A  towery  front  of  lace  on  branching  wires. 
The  curling  hair  in  tortur'd  ringlets  flows, 
Or  round  the  face  in  labour'd  order  grows. 

How  shall  I  soar,  and  on  unweary'd  wing 
Trace  varying  habits  upward  to  their  spring ! 
What  force  of  thought,  what  numbers  can  express, 
The  inconstant  equipage  of  female  dress? 
How  the  strait  stays  the  slender  waist  constrain, 
How  to  adjust  the  manteau's  sweeping  train  ? 
What  fancy  can  the  petticoat  surround, 
With  the  capacious  hoop  of  whalebone  bound  ? 
But  stay,  presumptuous  muse,  nor  boldly  dare 
The  Toilette's  sacred  mysteries  declare ; 
Let  a  just  distance  be  to  beauty  paid  ; 
None  here  must  enter  but  the  trusty  maid. 
Should  you  the  wardrobe's  magazine  rehearse, 
And  glossy  manteaus  rustle  in  thy  verse ; 
Should  you  the  rich  brocaded  suit  unfold, 
Where  rising  flowers  grow  stiff  with  frosted  gold, 
The  dazzled  muse  would  from  her  subject  stray, 
And  in  a  maze  of  passions  lose  her  way, 
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Olympus'  gates  unfold;  in  heaven's  high  towers 

Appear  in  council  all  the  immortal  powers; 

Great  Jove  above  the  rest  exalted  sate, 

And  in  his  mind  revolv'd  succeeding  fate, 

His  awful  eye  with  ray  superior  shone, 

The  thunder-grasping  eagle  guards  his  throne ; 

On  silver  clouds  the  great  assembly  laid, 

The  whole  creation  at  one  view  survey'd. 

But  see,  fair  Venus  ccmes  in  all  her  state ; 
The  wanton  Loves  and  Graces  round  her  wait; 
With  her  loose  robe  officious  zephyrs  play, 
And  strow  with  odoriferous  flowers  the  way ; 
In  her  right  hand  she  waves  the  fluttering  fan, 
And  thus  in  melting  sounds  her  speech  began : 

Assembled  powers,  who  fickle  mortals  guide, 
Who  o'er  the  sea,  the  skies  and  earth  preside, 
Ye  fountains  whence  all  human  blessings  flow, 
Who  pour  your  bounties  on  the  world  below  ; 
Bacchus  first  rais'd  and  prun'd  the  climbing  vine, 
And  taught  the  grape  to  stream  with  generous  wine  , 
Industrious  Ceres  tam'd  the  savage  ground, 
And  pregnant  fields  with  golden  harvest  crown'd ; 
Flora  with  bloomy  sweets  enrich'd  the  year, 
And  fruitful  autumn  is  Pomona's  care. 
I  first  taught  woman  to  subdue  mankind, 
And  all  her  native  charms  with  dress  refin'd : 
Celestial  synod,  this  machine  survey, 
That  shades  the  face,  or  bids  cool  zephyrs  play  ; 
If  conscious  blushes  on  her  cheek  arise, 
With  this  she  veils  them  from  her  lover's  eyes ; 
No  levell'd  glance  betrays  her  amorous  heart, 
From  the  fan's  ambush  she  directs  the  dart. 
The  royal  sceptre  shines  in  Juno's  hand, 
And  twisted  thunder  speaks  great  Jove's  command; 
On  Pallas'  arm  the  Gorgon  shield  appears, 
And  Neptune's  mighty  grasp  the  trident  bears; 
Ceres  is  with  the  bending  sickle  seen, 
And  the  strong  bow  points  out  the  Cynthian  queen. 
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Henceforth  the  waving  fan  my  hand  shall  grace, 
The  waving  fan  supply  the  sceptre's  place. 
Who  shall,  ye  powers,  the  forming  pencil  hold  ? 
What  story  shall  the  wide  machine  unfold? 
Let  Loves  and  Graces  lead  the  dance  around, 
With  myrtle  wreaths  and  flowery  chaplets  crown'd ; 
Let  Cupid's  arrows  strow  the  smiling  plains 
With  unresisting  nymphs,  and  amorous  swains ; 
May  glowing  picture  o'er  the  surface  shine, 
To  melt  slow  virgins  with  the  warm  design. 
Diana  rose  ;  with  silver  crescent  crown'd, 
And  fixt  her  modest  eyes  upon  the  ground; 
Then  with  becoming  mien  she  rais'd  her  head, 
And  thus  with  graceful  voice  the  virgin  said  : 

Has  woman  then  forgot  all  former  wiles, 
The  watchful  ogle,  and  delusive  smiles? 
Does  man  against  her  charms  too  powerful  prove, 
Or  are  the  sex  grown  novices  in  love? 
Why  then  these  arms  ?  or  why  should  artful  eyes, 
From  this  slight  ambush,  conquer  by  surprise  ? 
No  guilty  thought  the  spotless  virgin  knows, 
And  o'er  her  cheek  no  conscious  crimson  glows ; 
Since  blushes  then  from  shame  alone  arise, 
Why  should  we  veil  them  from  her  lover's  eyes? 
Let  Cupid  rather  give  up  his  command, 
And  trust  his  arrows  in  a  female  hand. 
Have  not  the  gods  already  cherish'd  pride, 
And  woman  with  destructive  arms  supply'd? 
Neptune  on  her  bestows  his  choicest  stores, 
For  her  the  chambers  of  the  deep  explores : 
The  gaping  shell  its  pearly  charge  resigns, 
And  round  her  neck  the  lucid  bracelet  twines : 
Plutus  for  her  bids  earth  its  wealth  unfold,    ' 
Where  the  warm  ore  is  ripen'd  into  gold : 
Or  where  the  ruby  reddens  in  the  soil, 
Where  the  green  emerald  pays  the  searcher's  toil. 
Does  not  the  diamond  sparkle  in  her  ear, 
Glow  on  her  hand,  and  tremble  in  her  hair? 
From  the  gay  nymph  the  glancing  lustre  flies, 
And  imitates  the  lightning  of  her  eyes. 
But  yet  if  Venus'  wishes  must  succeed, 
And  this  fantastic  eDgine  be  decreed, 
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May  some  chaste  story  from  the  pencil  flow, 
To  speak  the  virgin's  joy,  and  Hymen's  woe. 

Here  let  the  wretched  Ariadne  stand, 
SeducM  by  Theseus  to  some  desert  land, 
Her  locks  dishevell'd  waving  in  the  wind, 
The  crystal  tears  confess  her  tortur'd  mind; 
The  perjur'd  youth  unfurls  his  treacherous  sails, 
And  their  white  bosoms  catch  the  swelling  gales. 
Be  still,  ye  winds,  she  cries,  stay,  Theseus,  stay ; 
But  faithless  Theseus  hears  no  more  than  they. 
All  desperate,  to  some  craggy  cliff  she  flies, 
And  spreads  a  well-known  signal  in  the  skies; 
His  less'ning  vessel  ploughs  the  foamy  main, 
She  sighs,  she  calls,  she  waves  the  sign  in  vain. 

Paint  Dido  there  amidst  her  last  distress, 
Pale  cheeks  and  blood-shot  eyes  her  grief  express : 
Deep  in  her  breast  the  reeking  sword  is  drown'd, 
And  gushing  bloodstreams  purple  from  the  wound; 
Her  sister  Anna  hovering  o'er  her  stands, 
Accuses  heaven  with  lifted  eyes  and  hands, 
Upbraids  the  Trojan  with  repeated  cries, 
And  mixes  curses  with  her  broken  sighs. 
View  this,  ye  maids;  and  then  each  swain  believe; 
They're  Trojans  all,  and  vow  but  to  deceive. 

Here  draw  Oenone  in  the  lonely  grove, 
Where  Paris  first  betray'd  her  into  love ; 
Let  wither'd  garlands  hang  on  every  bough, 
Which  the  false  youth  wove  for  Oenone's  brow, 
The  garlands  lose  their  sweets,  their  pride  is  shed, 
And  like  their  odours  all  his  vows  are  fled ; 
On  her  fair  arm  her  pensive  head  she  lays, 
And  Xanthus'  waves  with  mournful  look  surveys  ; 
That  flood  which  witness'd  his  inconstant  flame, 
When  thus  he  swore,  and  won  the  yielding  dame : 
'  These  streams  shall  sooner  to  their  fountain  move, 
Than  I  forget  my  dear  Oenone's  love.' 
Roll  back,  ye  streams,  back  to  your  fountain  run, 
Paris  is  false,  Oenone  is  undone. 
Ah  wretched  maid !  think  how  the  moments  flew, 
Ere  you  the  pangs  of  this  curs'd  passion  knew,  [plain, 
When  groves  could  please,  and  when  you  lov'd  the 
Without  the  presence  of  your  perjur'd  swain. 
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Thus  may  the  nymph,  whene'er  she  spreads  the  fan, 
In  his  true  colours  view  perfidious  man, 
Pleas'd  with  her  virgin  state  in  forests  rove, 
And  never  trust  the  dangerous  hopes  of  love. 

The  goddess  ended.    Merry  Momus  rose, 
With  smiles  and  grins  he  waggish  glances  throws, 
Then  with  a  noisy  laugh  forestals  his  joke, 
Mirth  flashes  from  his  eyes  while  thus  he  spoke. 

Rather  let  heavenly  deeds  be  painted  there, 
And  by  your  own  examples  teach  the  fair. 
Let  chaste  Diana  on  the  piece  be  seen, 
And  the  bright  crescent  own  the  C  ynthian  queen  : 
On  Latmos'  top  see  young  Endymion  lies, 
Feign'd  sleep  hath  clos'd  the  bloomy  lover's  eyes, 
See,  to  his  soft  embraces  how  she  steals, 
And  on  his  lips  her  warm  caresses  seals : 
No  more  her  hand  the  glittering  javelin  holds, 
Bat  round  his  neck  her  eager  arms  she  folds. 
Why  are  our  secrets  by  our  blushes  shewn  1 
Virgins  are  virgins  still — while  'tis  unknown. 
Here  let  her  on  some  flowery  bank  be  laid, 
Where  meeting  beeches  weave  a  grateful  shade, 
Her  naked  bosom  wanton  tresses  grace, 
And  glowing  expectation  paints  her  face, 
O'er  her  fair  limbs  a  thin  loose  veil  is  spread, 
Stand  off,  ye  shepherds ;  fear  Action's  head : 
Let  vigorous  Pan  the  unguarded  minute  seize, 
And  in  a  shaggy  goat  the  virgin  please. 
Why  are  our  secrets  by  orr  blushes  shewn? 
Virgins  are  virgins  still — while  'tis  unknown. 

There  with  just  warmth  Aurora's  passion  trace, 
Let  spreading  crimson  stain  her  virgin  face  : 
See  Cephalus  her  wanton  airs  despise, 
While  she  provokes  him  with  desiring  eyes : 
To  raise  his  passion  she  displays  her  charms, 
His  modest  hand  upon  her  bosom  warms : 
Nor  looks, nor  prayers,  nor  force  his  heart  persuade, 
But  with  disdain  he  quits  the  rosy  maid. 

Here  let  dissolving  Leda  grace  the  toy, 
Warm  cheeks  and  heaving  breasts  reveal  her  joy ; 
Beneath  the  pressing  swan  she  pants  for  air, 
While  with  his  fluttering  wings  he  fans  the  fair. 
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There  let  all-conquering  gold  exert  its  power, 
And  soften  Danae  in  a  glittering  shower. 

Would  you  warn  beauty  not  to  cherish  pride, 
Nor  vainly  in  the  treacherous  bloom  confide, 
On  the  machine  the  sage  Minerva  place, 
With  lineaments  of  Wisdom  mark  her  face ; 
See,  where  she  lies  near  some  transparent  flood, 
And  with  her  pipe  cheers  the  resounding  wood : 
Her  image  in  the  floating  glass  she  spies, 
Her  bloated  cheeks,  worn  lips,  and  shrivelPd  eyes; 
She  breaks  the  guiltless  pipe,  and  with  disdain 
Its  shatter'd  ruins  flings  upon  the  plain. 
With  the  loud  reed  no  more  her  cheek  shall  swell, 
What,  spoil  her  face  1  no  :  warbling  strains  farewell. 
Shall  arts,  shall  sciences  employ  the  fair? 
Those  trifles  are  beneath  Minerva's  care. 

From  Venus  let  her  learn  the  married  life, 
And  all  the  virtuous  duties  of  a  wife. 
Here  on  a  couch  extend  the  Cyprian  dame, 
Let  her  eye  sparkle  with  the  growing  flame ; 
The  god  of  war  within  her  clinging  arms, 
Sinks  on  her  lips,  and  kindles  all  her  charms. 
Paint  limping  Vulcan  with  a  husband's  care, 
And  let  his  brow  the  cuckold's  honours  wear; 
Beneath  the  net  the  captive  lovers  place, 
Their  limbs  entangled  in  a  close  embrace. 
Let  these  amours  adorn  the  new  machine, 
And  female  nature  on  the  piece  be  seen; 
So  shall  the  fair,  as  long  as  fans  shall  last, 
Learn  from  your  bright  examples  to  be  chaste. 
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Thus  Momus  spoke.    When  sage  Minerva  rose, 
From  her  sweet  lips  smooth  elocution  flows, 
Her  skilful  hand  an  ivory  pallet  grac'd, 
Where  shining  colours  were  in  order  plac'd. 
As  gods  are  bless'd  with  a  superior  skill, 
And,  swift  as  mortal  thought,  perform  their  will, 
Straight  she  proposes,  by  her  art  divine, 
To  bid  the  paint  express  her  great  design. 
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The  assembled  pow'rs  consent.    She  now  began, 
And  her  creating  pencil  stain'd  the  fan. 

O'er  the  fair  field,  trees  spread,  and  rivers  flow, 
Towers  rear  their  heads,  and  distant  mountains  grow  ; 
Life  seems  to  move  within  the  glowing  veins, 
And  in  each  face  some  lively  passion  reigns. 
Thus  have  I  seen  woods,  hills,  and  dales  appear, 
Flocks  graze  the  plains,  birds  wing  the  silent  air, 
In  darken'd  rooms,  where  light  can  only  pass 
Through  the  small  circle  of  a  convex  glass  ; 
On  the  white  sheet  the  moving  figures  rise, 
The  forest  waves,  clouds  float  along  the  skies. 

She  various  fables  on  the  piece  design'd 
That  spoke  the  follies  of  the  female  kind. 

The  fate  of  pride  in  Niobe  she  drew : 
Be  wise,  ye  nymphs,  that  scornful  vice  subdue. 
In  a  wide  plain  th'  imperious  mother  stood, 
Whose  distant  bounds  rose  in  a  winding  wood ; 
Upon  her  shoulders  flows  her  mantling  hair, 
Pride  marks  her  brow,  and  elevates  her  air; 
A  purple  robe  behind  her  sweeps  the  ground, 
Whose  spacious  border  golden  flowers  surround: 
She  made  Latona's  altars  cease  to  flame, 
And  of  due  honours  robb'd  her  sacred  name, 
To  her  own  charms  she  bade  fresh  incense  rise, 
And  adoration  own  her  brighter  eyes. 
Seven  daughters  from  her  fruitful  loins  were  born, 
Seven  graceful  son3  her  nuptial  bed  adorn, 
Who,  from  a  mother's  arrogant  disdain, 
Were  by  Latona's  double  offspring  slain, 
Here  Phoebus  his  unerring  arrow  drew, 
And  from  his  rising  steed  her  first-born  threw, 
His  opening  fingers  drop  the  slacken'drein, 
And  the  pale  corse  falls  headlong  to  the  plain. 
Beneath  her  pencil  here  two  wrestlers  bend, 
See,  to  the  grasp  their  swelling  nerves  distend, 
Diana's  arrow  joins  them  face  to  face, 
And  death  unites  them  in  a  strict  embrace. 
Another  here  flies  trembling  o'er  the  plain  ; 
When  heaven  pursues  we  shun  the  stroke  in  vain* 
This  lifts  his  supplicating  hands  and  eyes, 
And  midst  his  humble  adoration  dies. 
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As  from  his  thigh  this  tears  the  barbed  dart, 
A  surer  weapon  strikes  his  throbbing  heart : 
While  that  to  raise  his  wounded  brother  tries, 
Death  blasts  his  bloom,  and  locks  his  frozen  eyes. 
The  tender  sisters  bath'd  in  grief  appear, 
With  sable  garments  and  dishevell'd  hair, 
And  o'er  their  gasping  brothers  weeping  stood ; 
Some  with  their  tresses  stopp'd  the  gushing  blood. 
They  strive  to  stay  the  fleeting  life  too  late, 
And  in  the  pious  action  share  their  fate. 
Now  the  proud  dame  o'ercome  by  trembling  fear, 
With  her  wide  robe  protects  her  only  care; 
To  save  her  only  care  in  vain  she  tries, 
Close  at  her  feet  the  latest  victim  dies. 
Down  her  fair  cheek  the  trickling  sorrow  flows, 
Like  dewy  spangles  on  the  blushing  rose; 
Fix'd  in  astonishment  she  weeping  stood, 
The  plain  all  purple  with  her  children's  blood; 
She  stiffens  with  her  woes :  no  more  her  hair 
In  easy  ringlets  wantons  in  the  air; 
Motion  forsakes  her  eyes;  her  veins  are  dried, 
And  beat  no  longer  with  the  sanguine  tide ; 
All  life  is  fled,  firm  marble  now  she  grows, 
Which  still  in  tears,  the  mother's  anguish  shews. 

Ye  haughty  fair,  your  painted  fans  display, 
And  the  just  fate  of  lofty  pride  survey; 
Though  lovers  oft  extol  your  beauty's  power, 
And  in  celestial  similes  adore, 
Though  from  your  features  Cupid  borrows  arms, 
And  goddesses  confess  inferior  charms, 
Do  not,  vain  maid,  the  flattering  tale  believe, 
Alike  thy  lovers  and  thy  glass  deceive. 

Here  Lively  colours  Procris'  passion  tell, 
Who  to  her  jealous  fears  a  victim  fell. 
Here  kneels  the  trembling  hunter  o'er  his  wife, 
Who  rolls  her  sick'ning  eyes,  and  gasps  for  life  : 
Her  drooping  head  upon  her  shoulder  lies, 
And  purple  gore  her  snowy  bosom  dyes. 
What  guilt,  what  horror  on  his  face  appears ! 
See,  his  red  eye-lids  seem  to  swell  with  tears, 
With  agony  his  wringing  hands  he  strains, 
And  strong  convulsions  stretch  his  branching  veins. 
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Learn  hence,  ye  wives;  bid  vain  suspicion  cease, 
Lose  not  in  sullen  discontent  your  peace. 
For  when  fierce  love  to  jealousy  ferments, 
A  thousand  doubts  and  fears  the  soul  invents  j 
No  more  the  days  in  pleasing  converse  flow, 
And  nights  no  more  their  soft  endearments  know. 
There  on  the  piece  the  Yolscian  queen  expir'd, 
The  love  of  spoils  her  female  bosom  fir'd; 
Gay  Chloreus'  arms  attract  her  longing  eyes, 
And  for  the  painted  plume  and  helm  she  sighs. 
Fearless  she  follows,  bent  on  gaudy  prey, 
Till  an  ill-fated  dart  obstructs  her  way; 
Down  drops  the  martial  maid  ;  the  bloody  ground 
Floats  with  a  torrent  from  the  purple  wound. 
The  mournful  nymphs  her  drooping  head  sustain, 
And  try  to  stop  the  gushing  life  in  vain. 

Thus  the  raw  maid  some  tawdry  coat  surveys, 
Where  the  fop's  fancy  in  embroidery  plays; 
His  snowy  feather  edg'd  with  crimson  dyes, 
And  his  bright  sword-knot  lure  her  wandering  eyes; 
Fring'd  gloves  and  gold  brocade  conspire  to  move, 
Till  the  unhappy  falls  a  sacrifice  to  love- 
Here  young  Narcissus  o'er  the  fountain  stood, 
And  view'd  his  image  in  the  crystal  flood ; 
The  crystal  flood  reflects  his  lovely  charms, 
And  the  pleas'd  image  strives  to  meet  his  arms. 
No  nymph  his  unexperienc'd  breast  subdu"d, 
Echo  in  vain  the  flying  boy  pursu'd, 
Himself  alone  the  foolish  youth  admires, 
And  with  fond  look  the  smiling  shade  desires  : 
O'er  the  smooth  lake  with  fruitless  tears  he  grieves, 
His  spreading  fingers  shoot  in  verdant  leaves, 
Through  his  pale  veins  green  sap  now  gently  flows, 
And  in  a  short-liv'd  flower  his  beauty  blows. 

Let  vain  Narcissus  warn  each  female  breast, 
That  beauty  's  but  a  transient  good  at  best. 
Like  flowers  it  withers  with  the  advancing  year, 
And  age,  like  winter,  robs  the  blooming  fair. 
Oh  Araminta,  cease  thy  wonted  pride, 
Nor  longer  in  thy  faithless  charms  confide ; 
Even  while  the  glass  reflects  thy  sparkling  eyes 
Their  lustre  and  thy  rosy  colour  flies! 
H 
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Thus  on  the  fan  the  breathing  figures  shine, 
And  all  the  powers  applaud  the  wise  design. 

The  Cyprian  queen  the  painted  gift  receives, 
And  with  a  grateful  bow  the  synod  leaves. 
To  the  low  world  she  bends  her  steepy  way, 
Where  Strephon  pass'd  the  solitary  day  ; 
She  found  him  in  a  melancholy  grove, 
His  downcast  eyes  betray'd  desponding  love, 
The  wounded  bark  confess'd  his  slighted  flame, 
And  every  tree  bore  false  Corinna's  name; 
In  a  cool  shade  he  lay  with  folded  arms, 
Curses  his  fortune,  and  upbraids  her  charms, 
When  Venus  to  his  wondering  eyes  appears, 
And  with  these  words  relieves  his  amorous  cares ' 

Rise,  happy  youth,  this  bright  machine  survey. 
Whose  rattling  sticks  my  busy  fingers  sway, 
This  present  shall  thy  cruel  charmer  move, 
And  in  her  fickle  bosom  kindle  love. 

The  fan  shall  flutter  in  all  female  hands, 
And  various  fashions  learn  from  various  lands. 
For  this,  shall  elephants  their  ivory  shed  ; 
And  polish'd  sticks  the  waving  engine  spread: 
His  clouded  mail  the  tortoise  shall  resign, 
And  round  the  rivet  pearly  circles  shine. 
On  this  shall  Indians  all  their  arts  employ, 
And  with  bright  colours  stain  the  gaudy  toy  ; 
Their  paint  shall  here  in  wildest  fancies  flow, 
Their  dress,  their  customs,  their  religion  shew  ; 
So  shall  the  British  fair  their  minds  improve, 
And  on  the  fan  to  distant  climates  rove. 
Here  China's  ladies  shall  their  pride  display, 
And  silver  figures  gild  their  loose  array  ; 
This  boasts  her  little  feet  and  winking  eyes ; 
That  tunes  the  fife,  or  tinkling  cymbal  plies: 
Here  cross-legg'd  nobles  in  rich  state  shall  dine, 
There  in  bright  mail  distorted  heroes  shine. 
The  peeping  fan  in  modern  times  shall  rise, 
Through  which,  unseen,  the  female  ogle  flies; 
This  shall  in  temples  the  sly  maid  conceal, 
And  shelter  love  behind  devotion's  veil. 
Gay  France  shall  make  the  fan  her  artists'  care. 
And  with  the  costly  trinket  arm  the  fair. 
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As  learned  orators  that  touch  the  heart, 
With  various  action  raise  their  soothing  art, 
Both  head  and  hand  affect  the  listening  throng, 
And  humour  each  expression  of  the  tongue; 
So  shall  each  passion  by  the  fan  be  seen, 
From  noisy  anger  to  the  sullen  spleen. 

While  Venus  spoke,  joy  shone  in  Strephon's  eyes, 
Proud  of  the  gift,  he  to  Corinna  flies. 
But  Cupid  (who  delights  in  amorous  ill, 
Wounds  hearts,  and  leaves  them  to  a  woman's  will) 
With  certain  aim  a  golden  arrow  drew, 
Which  to  Leander's  panting  bosom  flew : 
Leander  lov'd;  and  to  the  sprightly  dame, 
In  gentle  sighs  reveai'd  his  growing  flame  ; 
Sweet  smiles  Corinna  to  bis  sighs  returns, 
And  for  the  fop  in  equal  passion  burns. 

Lo,  Strephon  comes !  and,  with  a  suppliant  bow, 
Offers  the  present,  and  renews  his  vow. 

When  she  the  fate  of  Niobe  beheld, 
Why  has  my  pride  against  my  heart  rebell'd  ? 
She  sighing  cried:  disdain  forsook  her  breast, 
And  Strephon  no:v  was  thought  a  worthy  guest. 

In  Procris'  bosom  when  she  saw  the  dart; 
She  justly  blames  her  own  suspicious  heart, 
Imputes  her  discontent  to  jealous  fear, 
And  knows  her  Strephon's  constancy  sincere. 

When  on  Camilla's  fate  her  eye  she  turns, 
No  more  for  show  and  equipage  she  burns; 
She  learns  Leander's  passion  to  despise, 
And  looks  on  merit  with  discerning  eyes. 

Narcissus'  change  to  the  vain  virgin  shews 
Who  trusts  to  beauty,  trusts  the  fading  rose. 
Youth  flies  apace,  with  youth  your  beauty  flies, 
Love  then,  ye  virgins,  e'er  the  blossom  dies. 

Thus  Pallas  taught  her.     Strephon  weds  the  dame, 
And  Hymen's  torch  diffus'd  the  brightest  flame. 
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IN  SIX  PASTORALS. 


PROEME. 

Great  marvel  hath  it  been  (and  that  not  unworthily 
to  diverse  worthy  wits),  that  in  this  our  Island  of 
Britain,  in  all  rare  sciences  so  greatly  abounding, 
more  especially  in  all  kinds  of  Poesy  highly  flourish- 
ing, no  Poet  (though  otherwise  of  notable  cunning  in 
roundelays)  hath  hit  on  the  right  simple  Eclogue  after 
the  true  ancient  guise  of  Theocritus,  before  this  mine 
attempt. 

Other  Poet  travelling  in  this  plain  highway  of 
Pastoral  know  I  none.  Yet,  certes,  such  it  behoveth 
a  Pastoral  to  be,  as  nature  in  the  country  affordeth; 
and  the  manners  also  meetly  copied  from  the  rustical 
folk  therein.  In  this  also  my  love  to  my  native  coun- 
try Britain  much  pricked  me  forward  to  describe 
aright  the  manners  of  our  own  honest  and  laborious 
ploughmen,  in  no  wise  sure  more  unworthy  a  British 
Poet's  imitation,  than  those  of  Sicily  or  Arcadie: 
albeit,  not  ignorant  I  am,  what  a  rout  and  rabblement 
of  critical  gallimawfry  hath  been  made  of  late  days 
by  certain  young  men  of  insipid  delicacy,  concerning, 
I  wist  not  what,  Golden  Age,  and  other  outrageous 
conceits,  to  which  they  would  confine  Pastoral, 
whereof,  I  avow,  I  account  nought  at  all,  knowing  no 
age  so  justly  to  be  instiled  Golden  as  this  of  our  Sove- 
reign Lady  Queen  Anne. 

This  idle  trumpery  (only  fit  for  schools  and  school" 
boys)  unto  that  ancient  Doric  Shepherd  Theocritus, 
or  his  mates,  was  never  known  ;  he  rightly,  through- 
out his  fifth  Idyll,  maketh  his  louts  give  foul  language, 
and  behold  their  goats  at  rut  in  all  simplicity. 
'iliroXoQ  6'kk'  eo-oprj  rag  fxriKadag  oia  (iarevvrt, 
Tanerai  IxpOaXfidog  on  ov  rpdyog  aiirog  eyevro. 

Theoc. 
Verily,  as  little  pleasance  receiveth  a  true  home- 
bred taste  from  all  the  fine  finical  new-fangled  fool- 
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cries  of  this  gay  Gothic  garniture,  wherewith  they  so 
nicely  bedeck  their  court-clowns,  or  clown-courtiers 
(for,  which  to  call  them  rightly,  I  wot  not),  as  would 
a  prudent  citizen,  journeying  to  Lis  country  farms, 
should  he  find  them  occupied  by  people  of  this  motely 
make,  instead  of  plain  downright  hearty  cleanly  folk, 
such  as  be  now  tenants  to  the  burgesses  of  this  realme. 
Furthermore,  it  is  my  purpose,  gentle  reader,  to  set 
before  thee,  as  it  were,  a  picture,  or  rather  lively  land- 
skip  of  thy  own  country,  just  as  thou  mightest  see  it, 
didest  thou  take  a  walk  into  the  fields  at  the  proper 
season:  even  as  maister  Milton  hath  elegantly  set 
forth  the  same. 

As  one  who  long  in  populous  city  pent, 
Where  houses  thick,  and  sewers  annoy  the  air, 
Forth  is* u. in:  on  a  summer's  morn  to  breathe 
Among'  lite  pleasant  villages  and  firms 
Adjoin'd,  firom  each  tiling  nut  conceives  delight, 
The  smell  of  prain,  or  tedded  grass,  or  kine, 
Or  dairie,  each  rural  sight,  each  rural  sound. 

Thou  wilt  not  rind  my  shepherdesses  idly  piping  on 
oaten  reeds,  but  milking  the  kine,  tying  up  the  sheaves, 
or  if  the  hogs  are  astray  driving  them  to  their  styes. 
My  shepherd  gathereth  none  other  nosegays  but  what 
are  the  growth  of  our  own  fields,  he  sleepeth  not  under 
myrtle  shades,  but  under  a  hedge,  nor  doth  he  vigi- 
lantly defend  his  flocks  from  wolves,  because  there 
are  none,  as  maister  Spencer  well  observeth. 

Well  is  known  that  since  the  Saxon  King 
Never  was  wolf  seen,  runny  or  some, 
Nor  in  all  Kent  nor  in  Christendom. 

Forasmuch  as  I  have  mentioned  maister  Spencer, 
soothly  I  must  acknowledge  him  a  bard  of  sweetest 
memorial.  Yet  hath  his  shepherd's  boy  at  some  times 
raised  his  rustic  reed  to  rhymes  more  rumbling  than 
rural.  Diverse  grave  points  also  hath  he  handled  of 
churchly  matter  and  doubts  in  religion  daily  arising, 
to  great  clerks  only  appertaining.  What  liketh  me 
best  are  his  names,  indeed  right  simple  and  meet  for 
the  country,  such  as  Lobbin,  Cuddy,  Hobbinol,  Dig- 
gon,  and  others,  some  of  which  I  have  made  bold  to 
borrow.  Moreover,  as  he  called  his  Eclogues  the 
Shepherd's  Calendar,  and  divided  the  same  into  the 
twelve  months,  I  have  chosen  (peradventure  not  over- 
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rashly)  to  name  mine  by  the  days  of  the  week,  omit- 
ting Sunday  or  the  Sabbath,  ours  being  supposed  to 
be  Christian  shepherds,  and  to  be  then  at  church 
worship.  Yet  further  of  many  of  maister  Spencer's 
Eclogues  it  may  be  observed,  though  months  they  be 
called,  of  the  said  months  therein, nothing  is  specified; 
wherein  I  have  also  esteemed  him  worthy  mine  imi- 
tation. 

That  principally,  courteous  reader,  whereof  I  would 
have  thee  to  be  advertised  (seeing  I  depart  from  the 
vulgar  usage),  is  touching  the  language  of  my  shep- 
herds ;  which  is,  soothly  to  say,  such  as  is  neither 
spoken  by  the  country  maiden,  or  the  courtly  dame; 
nay,  not  only  such  as  in  the  present  times  is  not  ut- 
tered, but  was  never  uttered  in  times  past:  and,  if  I 
judge  aright,  will  never  be  uttered  in  times  future. 
It  having  too  much  of  the  country  to  be  fit  for  the 
court,  too  much  of  the  court  to  be  fit  for  the  country; 
too  much  of  the  language  of  old  times  to  be  fit.  for  the 
present,  too  snuch  of  the  present  to  have  been  fit  for 
the  old,  and  too  much  of  both  to  be  fit  for  any  time  to 
come.  Granted  also  it  is,  that  in  this  my  language, 
I  seem  unto  myself,  as  a  London  mason,  who  calcu- 
lated his  work  for  a  term  of  years,  when  he  buildeth 
with  old  materials  upon  a  ground  rent  that  is  not  hie 
own,  which  soon  turneth  to  rubbish  and  ruins.  For 
this  point  no  reason  can  I  allege,  only  deep  learned 
ensamples  having  led  me  thereunto. 

But  here  again,  much  comfort  ariseth  in  me,  from 
the  hopes,  in  that  I  conceive,  when  these  words  in 
the  course  of  transitory  things  shall  decay,  it  may  so 
hap,  in  meet  time  that  some  lover  of  simplicity  shall 
arise,  who  shall  have  the  hardiness  to  render  these 
mine  Eclogues  into  such  more  modern  dialect  as  shall 
be  then  understood,  to  which  end,  glosses  and  expli- 
cations of  uncouth  pastoral  terms  are  annexed. 

Gentle  reader,  turn  over  the  leaf,  and  entertain 
thyself  with  the  prospect  of  thine  own  country,  limned 
by  the  painful  hand  of 

Thy  Loving  Countryman, 

JOHN  GAY. 


is; 


PROLOGUE. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Viscount  Bolingbroke. 
Lo,  I  who  erst  beneath  a  tree 
Sung  Bumkinet  and  Bowzybee, 
And  Blouzelind  and  Marian  bright, 
In  apron  blue,  or  apron  white, 
Now- write  my  sonnets  in  a  book, 
For  my  good  Lord  of  Bolingbroke. 

As  lads  and  lasses  stood  around 
To  hear  my  boxen  haut-boy  sound, 
Our  Clerk  came  posting  o'er  the  green 
With  doleful  tidings  of  the  Queen  : 
That  Queen,  he  said,  to  whom  we  owe 
*  Sweet  peace  that  maketh  riches  flow:' 
That  Queen  who  eas'd  our  tax  of  late, 
Was  dead,  alas! — and  lay  in  state. 

At  this,  in  tears  was  Cic'ly  seen, 
Buxoma  tore  her  pinners  clean, 
In  doleful  dumps  stood  every  clown, 
The  parson  rent  his  band  and  gown. 

For  me,  when  as  I  heard  that  death 
Had  snatched  Queen  Anne  to  Elzabeth, 
I  broke  my  reed,  and  sighing  swore 
I'd  weep  for  Blouzelind  no  more. 

While  thus  we  stood,  as  in  a  stound, 
And  wet  with  tears,  like  dew,  the  ground, 
Full  soon  by  bonfire  and  by  bell 
We  learnt  our  liege  was  passing  well. 
A  skilful  leach  (so  God  him  speed} 
They  said  had  wrought  this  blessed  deed, 
This  leach  Arbuthnnt  was  yclept, 
Who  many  a  night,  not  once  had  slept : 
But  watch'd  our  gracious  sovereign  still, 
For  who  could  rest  when  she  was  ill? 
Oh,  may'st  thou  henceforth  sweetly  sleep  ! 
Sheer,  swains,  oh  sheer  your  softest  sheep 
To  swell  hi9  couch:  for  well  I  ween, 
He  sav'd  the  realm  who  sav'd  the  Queen. 

Quoth  I,  Please  God,  I'll  hye  with  glee 
To  court,  this  Arbuthnot  to  see. 
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I  sold  my  sheep  and  lambkins  too, 
For  silver  loops  and  garment  blue; 
My  boxen  haut-boy  sweet  of  sound, 
For  lace  that  hedg'd  mine  hat  around; 
For  Lightfoot  and  my  scrip  I  got 
A  gorgeous  sword,  and  eke  a  knot. 

So  forth  I  far'd  to  court  with  speed, 
Of  soldier's  drum  withouten  dread: 
For  peace  allays  the  shepherd's  fear 
Of  wearing  cape  of  grenadier. 

There  saw  I  ladies  all  a-row 
Before  their  Queen  in  seemly  show. 
No  more  I'll  sing  Buxoma  brown, 
Like  Goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown; 
Nor  Clumsilis,  nor  Marion  bright, 
Nor  damsel  that  Hobnelia  hight. 
But  Lansdown  fresh  as  flower  of  May, 
And  Berkley  Lady  blithe  and  gay, 
And  Anglesey,  whose  speech  exceeds 
The  voice  of  pipe,  or  oaten  reeds: 
And  blooming  Hyde,  with  eyes  so  rare, 
And  Montague  beyond  compare. 
Such  ladies  fair  would  I  depaint 
In  roundelay  or  sonnet  quaint. 

There  many  a  wori'hy  wight  I'?e  seen 
In  ribbon  blue  and  ribbon  green  : 
As  Oxford,  who  a  wand  doth  bear, 
Like  Moses,  in  our  Bibles  fair  : 
Who  for  our  traffic  forms  designs, 
And  gives  to  Britain  Indian  mines. 
Now,  shepherds,  clip  your  fleecy  care, 
Ye  maids,  your  spinning  wheels  prepare, 
Ye  weavers,  all  your  shuttles  throw, 
And  bid  broad  cloths  and  serges  grow. 
For  trading  free  shall  thrive  again, 
Nor  leasings  lewd  affright  the  swain. 

There  saw  I  St.  John,  sweet  of  mien, 
Full  steadfast  both  to  church  and  Queen, 
With  whose  fair  name  I'll  deck  my  strain, 
St.  John,  right  courteous  to  the  swain ; 

For  thus  he  told  me  on  a  day, 
Trim  are  thy  sonnets,  gentle  Gay, 
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And  certes,  mirth  it  were  to  see 
Thy  joyous  madrigals  twice  three, 
With  prefaee  meet,  and  notes  profound, 
Imprinted  fair,  and  welly-hound. 
All  suddenly  then  home  I  sped, 
And  did  even  as  my  Lord  had  said. 

Lo  here,  thou  hast  mine  eclogues  fair, 
But  let  not  these  detain  thine  ear. 
Let  not  th'  affairs  of  states  and  kings 
Wait,  while  our  Bowzybeus  sings. 
Rather  than  verse  of  simple  swain 
Should  stay  the  trade  of  France  or  Spain, 
Or  for  the  plaint  of  parson's  maid, 
Yon  emperor's  packets  bo  delay'd ; 
In  sooth,  I  swear  by  holy  Paul, 
I'd  burn  book,  preface,  notes  and  all. 


MONDAY;— OR,  THE  SQUABBLE. 

Lobbin  Clout,  Cuddy,  Cloddipole. 

LOBBIN    CLOUT. 

Thy  younglings,  Cuddy,  are  but  just  awake, 
No  thrustles  shrill  the  bramble-bush  forsake, 
No  chirping  lark  the  welkin  sheen*  invokes, 
No  damsel  yet  the  swelling  udder  strokes; 
O'er  yonder  hill  does  scantt  the  dawn  appear, 
Then  why  does  Cuddy  leave  his  cott  so  rear  ? J 

CUDDY. 

Ah  Lobbin  Clout!   I  ween,§  my  plight  is  guest, 
*  For  he  that  loves,  a  stranger  is  to  rest ;' 
If  swains  belye  not,  thou  hastprov'd  the  smart, 
And  Blouzelinda's  mistress  of  thy  heart. 

*  Welkin,  the  same  as  Welhen,  an  old  Saxon  word  signifying 
a  cloud :  by  poetical  license  it  is  frequently  taken  for  the  elerhent 
or  sky,  as  may  appear  by  this  verse  in  the  dream  of  Chaucer  : 

'  Ne  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  cloud.' 
Sheen  or  shine,  an  old  word  for  shining  or  bright. 

t  Scant,  used  in  the  ancient  British  authors  tor  scarce. 

t  Rear,  an  expression  in  several  counties  of  England,  for  tcrty 
in  the  morning-. 

§  To  ween,  derived  from  the  Saxon,  to  think  or  conceive. 
H  2 
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This  rising  rear  betokeneth  well  thy  mind. 
Those  arms  are  folded  for  thy  Blouzelind. 
And  well,  I  trow,  our  piteous  plights  agree. 
Thee  Blouzelinda  smites,  Buxoma  me. 

LOBBIN    CLOUT. 

Ah  Blouzelind!  I  love  thee  more  by  half, 
Than  does  their  fawns,  or  cows  the  new-fall'n  calf; 
Woe  worth  the  tongue!  may  blisters  sore  it  gall, 
That  names  Buxoma,  Blouzelind  withal. 

CUDDY. 

Hold,  witless  Lobbin  Clout,  I  thee  advise, 
Lest  blisters  sore  on  thy  own  tongue  arise. 
Lo  yonder  Cloddipole,  the  blithsome  swain, 
The  wisest  lout  of  ill  the  neighbouring  plain ! 
From  Cloddipole  we  learnt  to  read  the  skies, 
To  know  when  hail  will  fall,  or  winds  arise. 
He  taught  us  erst*  the  heifer's  tail  to  view, 
When  stuck  aloft,  that  showers  would  strait  ensue; 
He  first  that  useful  secret  did  explain, 
That  pricking  corns  foretold  the  gathering  rain. 
When  swallows  fleet  soar  high  and  sport  in  air, 
He  told  us  that  the  welkin  would  be  clear. 
Let  Cloddipole  then  hear  us  twain  rehearse, 
And  praise  his  sweetheart  in  alternate  verse. 
Ill  wager  this  same  oaken  staff  with  thee, 
That  Cloddipole  shall  give  the  prize  to  me. 

LOBBIN    CLOUT. 

See  this  tobacco-pouch  that's  lin'd  with  hair, 
Made  of  the  skin  of  sleekest  fallow  deer. 
This  pouch,  that's  tied  with  tape  of  reddest  hue, 
I'll  wager,  that  the  prize  shall  be  my  due. 

CUDDY. 

Begin  thy  carrols  then,  thou  vaunting  slouch, 
Be  thine  the  oaken  staff,  or  mine  the  pouch. 

LOEBIN    CLOUT. 

My  Blouzelinda  is  the  blithest  lass, 
Than  primrose  sweeter,  or  the  clover-grass. 
Fair  is  the  king-cup  that  in  meadow  blows, 
Fair  is  the  daisy  that  beside  her  grows, 

Erst,  a  contraction  of  ere  this  ;  it  signifies  tome  time  ago 
0( formerly. 
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Fair  is  the  gillyflower,  of  gardens  sweet, 
Fair  is  the  mary-gold,  for  pottage  meet; 
But  Blouzelind's  than  gillyflower  more  fair, 
Than  daisy,  mary-gold,  or  king-cup  rare. 

CUDDY. 

My  brown  Busoma  is  the  featest  maid, 
That  e'er  at  wake  delightsome  gambol  play'd. 
dean  as  young  lambkins  or  the  goose's  down, 
And  like  the  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown. 
The  witless  lamb  may  sport  upon  the  plain, 
The  frisking  kid  delight  the  gaping  swain, 
The  wanton  calf  may  skip  with  many  a  bound, 
And  my  cur  Tray  play  deftest*  feats  around; 
But  neither  lamb  nor  kid,  nor  calf  nor  Tray, 
Dance  like  Buxoma  on  the  first  of  May. 

LGBBIX  CLOUT. 

Sweet  is  my  toil  when  Blouzelind  is  near, 
Of  her  bereft  'tis  winter  all  the  year. 
With  her  no  sultry  summer's  heat  I  know  ; 
In  winter,  when  she's  nigh,  with  love  I  glow. 
Come,  Blouzelinda,  ease  thy  swain's  desire, 
My  summer's  shadow  and  my  winter's  fire! 

CUDDY. 

As  with  Buxoma  once  I  work'd  at  hay, 
Even  noon-tide  labour  seem'd  an  holiday  ; 
And  holidays,  if  haply  she  were  gone, 
Like  worky-days  I  wish'd  would  soon  be  done. 
Eftsoons,*  0  sweet-heart  kind,  my  love  repay, 
And  all  the  year  shall  then  be  holiday. 

LOBBIN    CLOUT. 

As  Blouzelinda  in  a  gamesome  mood, 
Behind  a  hay-cock  loudly  laughing  stood, 
I  slily  ran,  and  snatch'd  a  hasty  kiss, 
She  wip'd  her  lips,  nor  took  it  much  amiss. 
Believe  me,  Cuddy,  while  I'm  bold  to  say, 
Her  breath  was  sweeter  than  the  ripen'd  hay. 

CUDDY. 

As  my  Buxoma  in  a  morning  fair, 
With  gentle  finger  stroak'd  her  milky  care, 

*  Deft,  an  old  word  signifying-  brisk  or  nimble. 

t  Eftsoons,  from  eft,  an  ancient  British  word  signifying  soon. 
So  that  eftsoons  is  a  doubling  of  the  word  soon,  which  if,  as  it 
were,  to  say  tzvice  soon,  or  very  ufo*. 
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I  quiently*  stole  a  kiss ;  at  first  'tis  true 
She  frown'd,  yet  after  granted  one  or  two. 
Lobbin,  I  swear,  believe  who  will  my  vows, 
Her  breath  by  far  excell'd  the  breathing  cows. 

LOBBIN    CLOUT. 

Leek  to  the  Welsh,  to  Dutchmen  butter's  dear,+ 
Of  Irish  swains  potatoe  is  the  cheer; 
Oats  for  their  feasts,  the.  Scottish  shepherds  grind, 
Sweet  turnips  are  the  food  of  Blouzelind. 
While  she  loves  turnips,  butter  I'll  despise, 
Nor  leeks,  nor  oat-meal,  nor  potatoe  prize. 

CUDDY. 

In  good  roast-beef  my  landlord  sticks  his  knife, 
The  capon  fat  delights  his  dainty  wife, 
lJudding  our  parson  eats,  the  squire  loves  hare, 
But  white-pot  thick  is  my  Buxoma's  fare. 
While  she  loves  white-pot,  capon  ne'er  shall  be, 
Nor  hare,  nor  beef,  nor  pudding,  food  for  me. 

LOBBIN    CLOUT. 

As  once  I  play'd  at  Blindman's  Buff,  it  hapt 
About  my  eyes  the  tcwel  thick  was  wrapt. 
I  niiss'd  the  swains,  and  seiz'd  on  Blouzelind ; 
True  speaks  that  ancient  proverb,  Love  is  blind. 

CUDDY. 

As  at  Hot-Cockles  once  I  laid  me  down, 
And  felt  the  weighty  hand  of  many  a  clown ; 
Buxoma  gave  a  gentle  tap,  and  I 
Quick  rose,  and  read  soft  mischief  in  her  eye. 

LOBBIN    CLOUT. 

On  two  near  elms,  the  slacken 'd  cord  I  hung, 
Now  high,  now  low  my  Blouzelinda  swung. 
With  the  rude  wind  her  rumpled  garment  rose, 
And  shew'd  her  taper  leg,  and  scarlet  hose. 

*  Queint  has  various  significations  ill  the  ancient  English 
authors.  1  have  used  it  in  ihis  place  in  the  same  sense  as  Chaucer 
hath  done  in  his  Miller's  Tale.  As  Clerhes  been  full  subtle  and 
quient  (bv  which  he  means  arch  or  waggish),  and  not  in  that 
obscene  sense  wherein  he  useth  it  in  the  line  immediately  follovv- 

t  Populus  Alcidae  jrratissima,  vitis  laccho, 
Formosa;  Myrtus  Veneri,  sua- Laurea  Phoebo. 
Phyllis  amat  Corylos,  illas  dum  PtoylHs  ainabit. 
Nee  Mvrtus  vinctt  Corvlos,  nee  Laurea  Pb«*M,_&C—  Vn§. 
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CUDDY. 

Across  the  fallen  oak  the  plank  I  laid, 
And  myself  pois'd  against  the  tottering  maid, 
High  leapt  the  plank;  adown  Buxoma  fell; 
I  spy'd — bat  faithful  sweethearts  never  tell. 

LOBBIN    CLOUT. 

This  riddle,  Cuddy,  if  thou  canst  explain, 
This  wily  riddle  puzzles  every  swain. 
'  *What  flower  is  that  which  bears  the  Virgin's  name, 
The  richest  metal  joined  with  the  same  Vf 

CUDDY. 

Answer,  thou  carle,  and  judge  this  riddle  right, 
I'll  frankly  own  thee  for  a  cunning  wight. 
'  What  flower  is  that  which  royal  honour  craves, 
Adjoin  the  Virgin,  and  'tis  strown  on  graves  1'% 

CLODDIPOLE. 

Forbear,  contending  louts,  give  o'er  your  strains, 
An  oaken  staff  each  merits  for  his  paius.§ 
But  see  the  sun-beams  bright  to  labour  warn, 
And  gild  the  thatch  of  goodraan  Hodge's  barn, 
Your  herds  for  want  of  water  stand  adry, 
They're  weary  of  your  songs — and  so  am  I. 


TUESDAY;— OR,  THE  DITTY. 

MARIAN. 

Young  Colin  Clout,  a  lad  of  peerless  meed, 
Full  well  could  dance,  and  deftly  tune  the  reed : 
In  every  wood  his  carols  sweet  were  known, 
At  every  wake  his  nimble  feats  were  shewn. 
When  in  the  ring  the  rustic  louts  he  threw, 
The  damsels'  pleasures  with  his  conquests  grew ; 
Or  when  aslant  the  cudgel  thi-eats  his  head, 
His  danger  smites  the  breast  of  every  maid ; 
But  chief  of  Marian.    Marian  lov'd  the  swain, 
The  parson's  maid,  and  neatest  of  the  plain. 

*  Marygold. 
t  Die  qnibus  in  terris  inscripti  nomina  regum 
Naseantur  flores,  &c.  Virg. 

I  Rosemary. 
§  Et  vitula  tu  digitus  et  hie.—  Virg. 
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Marian,  that  soft  could  stroke  the  udder'd  cow, 

Or  lessen,  with  her  sieve,  the  barley  mow  ; 

Marbled  with  sage  the  hardening  cheese  she  press'd, 

And  yellow  butter  Marian's  skill  confess'd; 

But  Marian  now  devoid  of  country  cares, 

Nor  yellow  butter  nor  sage  cheese  prepares, 

For  yearning  love  the  witless  maid  employs, 

And  love,  say  swains,  •  all  busy  heed  destroys.' 

Colin  makes  mock  at  all  her  piteous  smart, 

A  lass  that  Cic'ly  bight,  had  won  his  heart, 

Cic'ly  the  western  lass  that  tends  the  kee,* 

The  rival  of  the  parson's  maid  was  she. 

In  dreary  shade  now  Marian  lies  along, 

And  mix'd  with  sighs  thus  wails  in  plaining  song. 

Ah  woful  day!  ah  woful  noon  and  morn! 
When   first   by   thee   my  younglings   white    were 

shorn, 
Then  first,  I  ween,  I  cast  a  lover's  eye, 
My  sheep  were  silly,  but  more  silly  I. 
Beneath  the  sheers  they  felt  no  lasting  smart, 
They  lost  but  fleeces  while  I  lost  a  heart. 

Ah  Colin!  canst  thou  leave  thy  sweetheart  true! 
What  I  have  done  for  thee  will  Cic'ly  do? 
Will  she  thy  linen  wash  or  hosen  darn, 
And  knit  thee  gloves  made  of  her  own-spun  yarn? 
Will  she  with  huswife's  hand  provide  thy  meat, 
And  every  Sunday  morn  thy  neckcloth  plait? 
Which  o'er  thy  kersy  doublet  spreading  wide, 
In  service-time  drew  Cic'ly's  eyes  aside. 

Where'er  I  gad  I  cannot  hide  my  care, 
My  new  disasters  in  my  look  appear. 
White  as  the  curd  my  ruddy  cheek  has  grown; 
So  thin  my  features  that  I'm  hardly  known ; 
Our  neighbours  tell  me  oft  in  joking  talk, 
Of  ashes,  leather,  oatmeal,  bran,  and  chalk; 
Unwittingly  of  Marian  they  divine, 
And  wist  not  that  with  thoughtful  love  I  pine. 
Yet  Colin  Clout,  untoward  shepherd  swain, 
Walks  whistling  blithe,  while  pitiful  I  'plain. 

Whilom  with  thee,  'twas  Marian's  dear  delight 
To  moil  all  day,  and  merry-make  at  night. 

*  Kee,  a  west-country  word  for  kine  or  cows. 
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If  in  the  soil  you  guide  the  crooked  share, 

Your  early  breakfast  is  my  constant  care. 

And  when  with  even  hand  you  strow  the  grain, 

I  fright  the  thievish  rooks  from  off  the  plain. 

In  mislingdays  when  I  my  thresher  heard, 

With  nappy  beer  I  to  the  barn  repair'd  : 

Lost  in  the  music  of  the  whirling  flail, 

To  gaze  on  thee  I  left  the  smoking  pail; 

In  harvest  when  the  sun  was  mounted  high, 

My  leathern  bottle  did  thy  draught  supply; 

Whene'er  you  mow'd  I  follow'd  with  the  rake, 

And  have  full  of fc  been  sun-burnt  for  thy  sake  ; 

When  in  the  welkin  gathering  showers  were  seen, 

I  lagg'd  the  last  with  Colin  on  the  green  ; 

And  when  at  eve  returning  with  thy  car, 

Awaiting  heard  the  jingling  bells  from  far; 

Straight  on  the  fire  the  sooty  pot  I  plac'd, 

To  warm  thy  broth  I  burnt  my  hands  for  haste. 

When  hungry  thou  stood'st  staring  like  an  oaf, 

I  slie'd  the  luncheon  from  the  barley  loaf, 

With  crumbled  bread  I  thicken'd  well  thy  mess. 

Ah!  love  me  more,  or  love  thy  pottage  less ! 

Last  Friday's  eve,  when  as  the  sun  was  set, 
I,  near  yon  stile,  three  sallow  gypsies  met. 
Upon  my  hand  they  cast  a  poring  look, 
Bid  me  beware,  and  thrice  their  heads  they  shook, 
They  said  that  many  crosses  I  must  prove, 
Some  in  my  worldly  gain,  but  most  in  love. 
Next  morn  I  miss'd  three  hens  and  our  old  cock, 
And  off  the  hedge  two  pinners  and  a  smock. 
I  bore  these  losses  with  a  Christian  mind, 
And  no  mishaps  could  feel,  while  thou  wert  kind. 
But  since,  alas!  I  grew  my  Colin's  scorn, 
I've  known  no  pleasure,  nigbt,  or  noon,  or  morn. 
Help  me,  ye  gypsies,  bring  him  home  again, 
And  to  a  constant  lass  give  back  her  swain. 

Have  I  not  sat  with  thee  full  many  a  night, 
When  dying  embers  were  our  only  light, 
When  every  creature  did  in  slumbers  lie, 
Besides  our  cat,  my  Colin  Clout,  and  I? 
No  troublous  thoughts  the  cat  or  Colin  move, 
While  I  alone  am  kept  awake  by  love. 
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Remember,  Colin,  when  at  last  year's  wake, 
I  bought  the  costly  present  for  thy  sake, 
Couldst  thou  spell  o'er  the  posy  on  thy  knife, 
And  with  another  change  thy  state  of  life? 
If  thou  forget'st,  I  wot,  I  can  repeat, 
My  memory  can  tell  the  verse  so  sweet. 
•  As  this  is  grav'd  upon  this  knife  of  thine, 
So  is  thy  image  on  this  heart  of  mine.' 
But  woe  is  me !  such  presents  luckless  prove, 
For  knives,  they  tell  me,  always  sever  love. 

Thus  Marian  wail'd,  her  eyes  with  tears  brinifull, 
When  goody  Dobbins  brought  her  cow  to  bull. 
With  apron  blue  to  dry  her  tears  she  sought, 
Then  saw  the  cow  well  serv'd,  and  took  a  groat. 


WEDNESDAY;— OR,  THE  DUMPS.* 


SPARABELLA. 

The  wailings  of  a  maiden  I  recite, 
A  maiden  fair,  that  Sparabella  hight. 
Such  strains  ne'er  warble  in  the  linnet's  throat, 
Nor  the  gay  goldfinch  chants  so  sweet  a  note, 
No  magpie  chatter'd,  nor  the  painted  jay,t 
No  ox  was  heard  to  low,  nor  ass  to  bray. 
No  rustling  breezes  play'd  the  leaves  among, 
While  thus  her  madrigal  the  damsel  sung. 

A  while,  O  D'Urfey,  lend  an  ear  or  twain, J 
Nor,  though  in  homely  guise,  my  verse  disdain ; 

*  Dumps, or  dumbs,  made  use  of  toexpressa  fitof  the  sullens. 
Some  have  pretended  that  it  is  derived  from  Bitmaps,  a  king  of 
Egy  pt,  th.it  built  a  pyramid,  and  died  of  melancholy.  So  Mopes, 
after  the  same  manner,  is  thought  to  have  come  from  Merops, 
another  Egyptian  king  that  died  of  the  same  distemper;  but  our 
English  antiquaries  have  conjectured  that  Dumps,  which  is  a 
grievous  heaviness  of  spirit,  comes  from  the  word  Dumplin,  the 
heaviest  kind  of  pudding  that  is  eaten  in  this  country,  much  used 
in  Norfolk,  and  other  counties  of  England. 

t  Immemor  herbarum  quos  est  mirata  juvenca 
Certantes,  quorum  stupefactae  carmine  Ivnces; 
Et  mutata  suos  requierutit  fiumina  cursus.— V\rg% 

\  Tu  mini  seu  magni  superas  jam  saxa  Timavi 
Sive  oram  Illyrici  legis  aequoris.— Virg. 
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Whether  thou  seek'st  new  kingdoms  in  the  sun,* 
Whether  thy  muse  does  at  Newmarket  run, 
Or  does  with  gossips  at  a  feast  regale, 
And  heighten  her  conceits  with  sack  and  ale, 
Or  else  at  wakes  with  Joan  and  Hodge  rejoice, 
Where  D'Urfey's  lyrics  swell  in  every  voice; 
Yet  suffer  me,  thou  bard  of  wondrous  meed,t 
Amid  thy  bays  to  weave  this  rural  weed.j 

Now  the  sun  drove  adown  the  western  road, 
And  oxen  laid  at  rest  forget  the  goad, 
The  clown  fatigu'd  trudg'd  homeward  with  his  spade, 
Across  the  meadows  stretch'd  thelengthen'd  shade: 
When  Sparabella,  pensive  and  forlorn, 
Alike  with  yearning  love  and  labour  worn, 
Lean'd  on  her  rake,  and  straight  with  doleful  guise§ 
Did  this  said  plaint  in  moanful  notes  devise. 

Come  night  as  dark  as  pitch,  surround  my  head, 
From  Sparabella  Bumkinet  is  fled: 
The  riband  that  his  valorous  cudgel  won, 
Last  Sunday  happier  Clumsillis  put  on. 
Sure  if  he'd  eyes  (but  love,  they  say,  has  none), 
I  whilom  by  that  riband  had  been  known. 
Ah,  well-a-day  !  I'm  shent||  with  baneful  smart, 
For  with  the  riband  he  bestow'd  his  heart. 

*  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

Shall  heavy  Clumsiilis  with  me  compare ?H 
View  this,  ye  lovers,  and  like  me  despair. 
Her  blubber'd  lip  by  smutty  pipes  is  worn, 
And  in  her  breath  tobacco  whiffs  are  born  ; 
The  cleanly  cheese-press  she  could  never  turn, 
Her  awkward  fist  did  ne'er  employ  the  churn; 
If  e'er  she  brew'd,  the  drink  would  straight  go  sour, 
Before  it  ever  felt  the  thunder's  power: 

*  An  opera  written  by  this  author,  called  the  World  in  the 
Sun,  or  the  Kingdom  of  Birds;  hn  is  aUo  famous  for  his  song 
on  the  Newmarket  horse-race,  and  several  others  that  are  sung- 
by  the  British  swains. 

t  Meed,  an  old  word  for  fame  or  renown. 
I  —  Hunc  sine  tempore  circuth 

Inter  victrices  ederam  tibi  serpere  lauros. 
§  Incumbens  tereti  Damon  sic  coei  it  olivae. 
II  Shent,  an  old  word  signifying  hurt  or  harmed. 
"J  Mopso  nisi  datur,  quid  non  speremus  amantes  1—Virg. 
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No  huswif'ry  the  dowdy  creature  knew ; 

To  sum  up  all,  her  tongue  confess'd  the  shrew, 

•  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

I've  often  seen  my  visage  in  yon  lake,* 
Nor  are  my  features  of  the  homeliest  make. 
Though  Clumsillis  may  boast  a  whiter  dye, 
Yet  the  black  sloe  turns  in  my  rolling  eye ; 
And  fairest  blossoms  drop  with  every  blast,t 
But  the  brown  beauty  will  like  hollies  last. 
Her  wau  complexion's  like  the  wither'd  leek, 
While  Catherine  pears  adorn  my  ruddy  cheek ; 
Yet  she,  alas !  the  witless  lout  hath  won, 
And  by  her  gain  poor  Sparabell's  undone! 
Let  hares  and  hounds  in  coupling  straps  unite, j 
The  clocking  hen  make  friendship  with  the  kite, 
Let  the  fox  simply  wear  the  nuptial  noose, 
And  join  in  wedlock  with  the  waddling  goose; 
For  love  hath  brought  a  stranger  thing  to  pass, 
The  fairest  shepherd  weds  the  foulest  lass. 

'  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

Sooner  shall  cats  disport  in  waters  clear ,§ 
And  speckled  mackrels  graze  the  meadows  fair; 
Sooner  shall  screech-owls  bask  in  sunny  day, 
And  the  slow  ass  on  trees,  like  squirrels,  play; 
Sooner  shall  snails  on  insect-pinions  rove, 
Than  I  forget  my  shepherd's  wonted  love! 

■  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid/ 

Ah  !  didst  thou  know  what  proffers  I  withstood, 
When  late  1  met  the  'squire  in  yonder  wood ! 
To  me  he  sped,  regardless  of  his  game, 
While  all  my  cheek  was  glowing  red  with  shame; 
My  lip  he  kiss'd,  and  prais'd  my  healthful  look, 
Then  from  his  purse  of  silk  a  guinea  took, 

*  Nee  sum  adeo  informis,  nuper  me  in  littore  vidi.— Virg. 
+  Alba  ligustra  cadunt,  vaccinia  nigra  leguntur.— Id. 

X  Jungenrur  jam  gryphes  equis;  sevoque  sequenti 
Cum  canibus  timidi  venient  ad  pocula  danue.— Id. 

§  Ante  levea  ergo  pascentur  in  aethere  cervi, 
Et  frets  dtstituent  nudos  in  littore  pisces— 
Quam  nostro  illius  labalur  pectore  vultus.— Id. 
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Into  my  hand  he  forc'd  the  tempting  gold, 
While  I  with  modest  struggling  broke  his  hold. 
He  swore  that  Dick  in  livery  strip'd  with  lace, 
Should  wed  me  soon,  to  keep  me  from  disgrace; 
But  I  nor  footman  priz'd,  nor  golden  fee, 
For  what  is  lace  or  gold  compar'd  to  thee  1 

'  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

Now  plain  I  ken*  whence  Love  his  rise  begun, 
Sure  he  was  born  some  bloody  butcher's  son, 
Bred  up  in  shambles  where  our  younglings  slain, 
Erst  taught  him  mischief  and  to  sport  with  pain. 
The  father  only  silly  sheep  annoys, 
The  son  the  sillier  shepherdess  destroys. 
Does  son  or  father  greater  mischief  do  ? 
The  sire  is  cruel,  so  the  son  is  too. 

■  My  plaint,  3-e  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

Farewell,  ye  woods,  ye  meads, ye  streams  that  flow  ;t 
A  sudden  death  shall  rid  me  of  my  woe. 
This  penknife  keen  my  windpipe  shall  divide — 
What,  shall  I  fall  as  squeaking  pigs  have  died ! 
No — to  some  tree  this  carcase  I'll  suspend, 
But  worrying  curs  find  such  untimely  end  ! 
I'll  speed  me  to  the  pond,  where  the  high  stool 
On  the  long  plank  hangs  o'er  the  muddy  pool, 
That  stool,  the  dread  of  every  scolding  quean. 
Yet,  sure  a  lover  should  not  die  so  mean! 
There  plac'd  aloft,  I'll  rave  and  rail  by  fits, 
Though  all  the  parish  say  I've  lost  my  wits; 
And  thence,  if  courage  holds,  myself  I'll  throw, 
And  quench  my  passion  in  the  lake  below. 

'  Ye  lasses,  cease  your  burthen,  cease  to  moan, 
And,  by  my  case  forewam'd,  go  mind  your  own.' 

*To  hen,  Scire  Chaucero,  to  ken,  and  Kende  notus  A.  S.  cunnan, 
Goth.  Kunnan.  Gerraanis  henncn.  Dai'.is  Kiende.  Islandis  Cunua. 
Belgis  Cennen.  This  word  is  of  general  use,  bin  not  very  common, 
though  not  unknown  to  the  vulgar.  Ken  lor  prosjneere  is  well 
known  and  used  to  discover  by  the  eye,    Ray,  F.  R.  S. 

Nunc  scio  quid  sit  amor,  &c. 

Crudelis  mater  magis  an  puer  improbus  ille  ! 

Improbus  ille  puer,  crudelis  tu  quoque  mater.— Virg. 
+  vivite  sylvae, 

I'raeceps  aerii  specula  de  monlis  in  undas 

Deferar.  Virg. 
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The  sun  was  set;  the  night  came  on  apace, 
And  falling  dews  bewet  around  the  place, 
The  bat  takes  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings, 
And  the  hoarse  owl  his  woful  dirges  sings : 
The  prudent  maiden  deems  it  now  too  late, 
And  till  to-morrow  comes  defers  her  fate. 


THURSDAY;— OR  THE  SPELL. 

HOBNELIA. 

Ho BN eli  a,  seated  in  a  dreary  vale, 
In  pensive  mood  rehears'd  her  piteous  tale, 
Her  piteous  tale  the  wind  in  sighs  bemoan, 
And  pining  echo  answers  groan  for  groan. 

I  rue  the  day,  a  rueful  day  I  trow, 
The  woful  day,  a  day  indeed  of  woe! 
When  Lubberkin  to  town  his  cattle  drove, 
A  maiden  fine  bedight/*  he  hap'd  to  love ; 
The  maiden  fine  bedight  his  love  retains, 
And  for  the  village  he  forsakes  the  plains. 
Return,  my  Lubberkin,  these  ditties  hear; 
Spells  will  I  try,  and  spells  shall  ease  my  care. 

•  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

When  first  the  year,  I  heard  the  cuckoo  sing, 
And  call  with  welcome  note  the  budding  spring, 
I  straightway  set  a  running  with  such  haste, 
Deb'rah  that  won  the  smock  scarce  ran  so  fast. 
'Till  spent  for  lack  of  breath  quite  weary  grown, 
Upon  a  rising  bank  I  sat  adown, 
Then  doff  df  my  shoe,  and  by  my  troth  I  swear, 
Therein  I  spy'd  this  yellow  frizzled  hair, 
As  like  to  Lubberkin's  in  curl  and  hue, 
As  if  upon  his  comely  pate  it  grew. 

•  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

At  eve  last  midsummer  no  sleep  I  sought, 
But  to  the  field  a  bag  of  hemp-seed  brought, 

•  Dight  or,  bedizht,  from  the  Saxon  word  dightan,  which 
signifies  to  set  in  order. 

t  Doff  and  don,  contracted  from  the  words  do  offznd  do  on. 
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I  scatter'd  round  the  seed  on  every  side, 
And  three  times  in  a  trembling  accent  cried, 
'  This  hemp-seed  with  my  virgin  hand  I  sow, 
Who  shall  my  true-love  be,  the  crop  shall  mow.' 
I  straight  look'd  back,  and  if  my  eyes  speak  truth, 
With  his  keen  scythe  behind  me  came  the  youth. 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

Last  Valentine,  the  day  when  birds  of  kind 
Their  paramours  with  mutual  chirpings  find ; 
I  ready  rose,  just  at  the  break  of  day, 
Before  the  sun  had  chas'd  the  stars  away; 
A-field  I  went,  amid  the  morning  dew, 
To  milk  my  kine  (for  so  should  huswives  do)  ; 
Thee  first  I  spy'd,  and  the  first  swain  we  see, 
In  spite  of  fortune  shall  our  true  love  be ; 
See,  Lubberkin,  each  bird  his  partner  take, 
And  canst  thou  then  thy  sweet-heart  dear  forsake  ? 

•  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

Last  May-day  fair  I  search'd  to  find  a  snail 
That  might  my  secret  lover's  name  reveal; 
Upon  a  gooseberry  bush  a  snail  I  found, 
For  always  snails  near  sweetest  fruit  abound. 
I  seiz'd  the  vermin,  home  I  quickly  sped, 
And  on  the  hearth  the  milk-white  embers  spread. 
Slow  crawl'd  the  snail,  and  if  I  right  can  spell, 
In  the  soft  ashes  mark'd  a  curious  L : 
Oh,  may  this  wondrous  omen  lucky  prove  ! 
For  L  is  found  in  Lubberkin  and  Love. 

«  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

Two  haz%l  nuts  I  threw  into  the  flame, 
And  to  each  nut  I  gave  a  sweet-heart's  name. 
This  with  the  loudest  bounce  me  sore  amaz'd, 
That  in  a  flame  of  brightest  colour  blaz'd.* 
As  blaz'd  the  nut,  so  may  thy  passion  grow, 
For  'twas  thy  nut  that  did  so  brightly  glow.t 

*  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

* eyco  6°  kni  At\<pidi  buepvav 

A'iOu).    x   <^S  ai/Tcx  \aneei  fxeya  Katrnvpioaaa. — Theoc. 
t  Daphnis  me  tnalus  ucit,  ego  banc  in  Daphnide  laurum.— Virg  . 
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As  peascods  once  I  pluck'd,  I  chanc'd  to  see 
One  that  was  closely  fill'd  with  three  times  three, 
Which  when  I  cropp'd  I  safely  home  convey'd. 
And  o'er  the  door  the  spell  in  secret  laid, 
My  wheel  I  turn'd,  and  sung  a  ballad  new, 
While  from  the  spindle  I  the  fleeces  drew  ; 
The  latch  mov'd  up,  when  who  should  first  come  in, 
But  in  his  proper  person — Lubberkin. 
I  broke  my  yarn,  surpris'd  the  sight  to  see, 
Sure  sign  that  he  would  break  his  word  with  me. 
Eftsoons  I  johi'd  it  with  my  wonted  slight, 
So  may  again  his  love  with  mine  unite! 

'  With  my  sharp  heel   1  three    times    mark   the 
ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

Thislady-flv  I  take  from  off  the  grass, 
Whose  spotteJ  back  might  scarlet  red  surpass. 
'  Fly,  lady-bird,  North,  South,  or  East,  or  West, 
Fly  where  the  man  is  found  that  I  love  best.' 
He  leaves  my  hand,  see  to  the  West  he's  flown, 
To  call  my  true-love  from  the  faithless  town. 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

I  pare  this  pippin  round  and  round  again, 
My  shepherd's  name  to  flourish  on  the  plain, 
I  fling  the  unbroken  paring  o'er  my  head,* 
Upon  the  grass  a  perfect  L  is  read; 
Yet  on  my  heart  a  fairer  L  is  seen 
Than  what  the  paring  makes  upon  the  green. 

•  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

This  pippin  shall  another  trial  make, 
See  from  the  core  two  kernels  brown  I  take; 
This  on  my  cheek  for  Lubberkin  is  worn, 
And  Boobyclod  on  t'  other  side  is  borne, 
But  Boobyclod  soon  drops  upon  the  ground, 
A  certain  token  that  his  love's  unsound, 
While  Lubberkin  sticks  firmly  to  the  last ; 
Oh  were  his  lips  but  join'd  to  mine  so  fast! 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  1  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

*  Transque  caput  jace;  ne  respexeris.— Virg . 
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As  Lubberkin  once  slept  beneath  a  tree,* 
I  twitch'd  his  dangling  garter  from  his  knee; 
He  wist  not  when  the  hempen  string  I  drew. 
Now  mine  I  quickly  doff  of  inkle  blue; 
Together  fast  I  tie  the  garters  twain, 
And  while  I  knit  the  knot  repeat  this  strain : 
'  Three  times  a  true-love's  knot  I  tie  secure, 
Firm  be  the  knot,  firm  may  his  love  endure.' 

•  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

As  I  was  wont,  I  trudg'd  last  market  day 
To  town,  with  new  laid  eggs,  preserved  in  hay. 
I  made  my  market  long  before  'twas  night, 
My  purse  grew  heavy,  and  my  basket  light. 
Straight  to  the  'pothecary's  shop  I  went,t 
And  in  love  powder  all  my  money  spent ; 
Behap  what  will,  next  Sunday  after  prayers, 
When  to  the  ale-house  Lubberkin  repairs, 
These  golden  flies  into  his  mug  I'll  throw  ,i 
And  soon  the  swain  with  fervent  love  shall  glow. 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  timesmark  the  ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

But  hold — our  Lightfoot  barks,  and  cocks  his  ears,} 
O'er  yonder  stile  see  Lubberkin  appears. 
He  comes,  he  comes,  Hobnelia's  not  bewray'd, 
Nor  shall  she,  crown'd  with  willow,  die  a  maid. 
He  vows,  he  swears,  he'll  give  me  a  green  gown, 
Oh  dear !  I  fall  adown,  adown,  adown  ! 


FRIDAY;— OR  THE  DIRGE.(j 
Bumkinet,  Grubbinol. 

BUMKINET. 

Why,  Grubbinol,  dost  thou  so  wistful  seem? 
There's  sorrow  in  thy  look,  if  right  I  deem. 

*  Necte  tribusnodis  ternos,  Amarylli,  colorrs; 

Necte,  Amarylli,  modo  ;  et  Veneris  die  vincula  necto.— Virg. 
t  Has  herbas,  atque  haec  Ponto  mihi  iecta  veuena 

Ipse  dedit  Moeris. — Virg, 
J  X\otov  KaKov  avpiov  olerS. —  TlieOC. 
§  Nescio  quid  certe  est:  etHylax  in  limine  latrat.— Virg. 
H  Dirge,  or  Dyrge,  a  mournful  ditty  or  song  of  lamentation 
over  tbe  dead  ;  not  a  contraction  of  the  Latin  JDirige  in  the  Po  - 
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'Tis  true,  yon  oaks  with  yellow  tops  appear, 

And  chilly  blasts  begin  to  nip  the  year; 

From  the  tall  elm  a  shower  of  leaves  is  borne, 

And  their  lost  beauty  riven  beeches  mourn. 

Yet  ev'n  this  season  pleasance  blithe  affords, 

Now  the  squeez'd  press  foams  with  our  apple  hoards. 

Come,  let  us  hie,  and  quaff  a  cheery  bowl, 

Let  cyder  new  wash  sorrow  from  thy  soul. 

GRUBBINOL. 

Ah  Bumkinet !  since  thou  from  hence  wert  gone, 
From  these  sad  plains  all  merriment  is  flown ; 
Should  I  reveal  my  grief  'twould  spoil  thy  cheer, 
And  make  thine  eye  o'erflow  with  many  a  tear. 

BUMKINET. 

Hang  sorrow!  let's  to  yonder  hut  repair,* 
And  with  trim  sonnets  cast  away  our  care, 
Gillian  of  Croydon  well  thy  pipe  can  play, 
Thou  sing'st  most  sweet,  O'er  hills  and  far  away. 
Of  Patient  Grissel  I  devise  to  sing, 
And  catches  quaint  shall  make  the  valleys  ring. 
Come,  Grubbinol,  beneath  this  shelter  come, 
From  hence  we  view  our  flocks  securely  roam. 

GRUBBINOL. 

Yes,  blithesome  lad,  a  tale  I  mean  to  sing, 
But  with  my  woe  shall  distant  valleys  ring. 
The  tale  shall  make  our  kidlings  droop  their  head, 
For  woe  is  me! — our  Blouzelind  is  dead. 

BUMKINET. 

Is  Blouzelinda  dead  1   Farewell  my  glee  !+ 
No  happiness  is  now  reserv'd  for  me. 
As  the  wood-pigeon  cooes  without  his  mate, 
So  shall  my  doleful  dirge  bewail  her  fate ; 
Of  Blouzelinda  fair  I  mean  to  tell, 
The  peerless  maid  that  did  all  maids  excel. 

Henceforth  the  morn  shall  dewy  sorrows  shed, 
And  evening  tears  upon  the  grass  be  spread ; 

pish  hymn  Dirige  Gressos  meos,zs  some  pretend  ;  but.  from  the 
Teutonic  Dyrke,  Laudare,  to  praise  and  extol.    Whence  it  is 
possible  their  Dyrke,  and  our  Dirge,  was  a  laudatory  song  to 
commemorate  and  applaud  the  dead.— Cornell's  Interpreter. 
*  Incipe,  Mopse,  prior  :  si  quos  aut  Phyllidis  ignes, 
Aut  Alconis  habes  laudes,  aut  jurgia  Codri.— Virg. 
t  Glee,  joy  ;  from  the  Dutch,  Glooren,  to  recreate. 
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The  rolling  streams  with  watery  grief  shall  flow, 
And  winds  shall  moan  aloud — when  loud  they  blow, 
Henceforth,  as  oft  as  autumn  shall  return, 
The  dropping  trees,  whene'er  it  rains,  shall  mourn; 
This  season  quite  shall  strip  the  country's  pride, 
For  'twas  in  autumn  Blouzelinda  died. 

Where'er  I  gad,  I  Blouzelind  shall  view, 
Woods,  dairy,  barn,  and  mows  our  passion  knew. 
When  I  direct  my  eyes  to  yonder  wood, 
Fresh  rising  sorrow  curdles  in  my  blond. 
Thither  I've  often  been  the  damsel's  guide, 
When  rotten  sticks  our  fuel  have  supply 'd; 
There  I  remember  how  her  faggots  large 
Were  frequently  these  happy  shoulders'  charge. 
Sometimes  this  crook  drew  hazel  boughs  adown, 
And  stuff 'd  her  apron  wide  with  nuts  so  brown ; 
Or  when  her  feeding  hogs  had  miss'd  their  way, 
Or  wallowing  'mid  a  feast  of  acorns  lay; 
Th'  untoward  creatures  to  the  stye  I  drove, 
And  whistled  all  the  way — or  told  my  love. 

If  by  the  dairy's  hatch  I  chance  to  hie, 
I  shall  her  goodly  countenance  espy, 
For  there  her  goodly  countenance  I've  seen, 
Set  off  with  kerchief  starch'd  and  pinners  clean. 
Sometimes,  like  wax,  she  rolls  the  butter  round, 
Or  with  the  wooden  lily  prints  the  pound. 
Whilome  I've  seen  her  skim  the  clouted  cream, 
And  press  from  spungy  curds  the  milky  stream, 
But  now,  alas !  these  ears  shall  hear  no  more 
The  whining  swine  surround  the  dairy  door, 
No  more  her  care  shall  fill  the  hollow  tray, 
To  fat  the  guzzling  hogs  with  floods  of  whey. 
Lament,  ye  swine,  in  gruntings  spend  your  grief, 
For  you,  like  me,  have  lost  your  sole  relief. 

When  in  the  barn  the  sounding  flail  I  ply, 
Where  from  her  sieve  the  chaff  was  wont  to  fly, 
The  poultry  there  will  seem  around  to  stand, 
Waiting  upon  her  charitable  hand. 
No  succour  meet  the  poultry  now  can  find, 
For  they,  like  me,  have  lost  their  Blouzelinds 

Whenever  by  yon  barley-mow  I  pass, 
Before  my  eyes  will  trip  the  tidy  lass. 
I 
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I  pitch'd  the  sheaves  (oh !  could  I  do  so  now) 
Which  she  in  rows  pil'd  on  the  growing  mow. 
There  every  deale  my  heart  by  love  was  gain'd, 
There  the  sweet  kiss  my  courtship  has  explain'd. 
Ah,  Blouzelind !  that  mow  I  ne'er  shall  see, 
But  thy  memorial  will  revive  in  me. 
Lament,  ye  fields,  and  rueful  symptoms  shew, 
Henceforth  let  not  the  smelling  primrose  grow  ;• 
Let  weeds  instead  of  butter- flowers  appear, 
And  meads,  instead  of  daisies,  hemlock  bear; 
For  cowslips  sweet  let  dandelions  spread, 
For  Blouzelinda,  blithesome  maid,  is  dead ! 
Lament,  ye  swains,  and  o'er  her  grave  bemoan, 
And  spell  ye  right  this  verse  upon  her  stone,t 
'  Here  Blouzelinda  lies — Alas,  alas! 
Weep,  shepherds — and  remember  flesh  is  grass.' 

GRCBBINOL. 

Albeit  thy  songs  are  sweeter  to  mine  ear,J 
Than  to  the  thirsty  cattle  rivers  clear; 
Or  winter  porridge  to  the  labouring  youth, 
Or  buns  and  sugar  to  the  damsel's  tooth  ;§ 
Yet  Blouzelinda's  name  shall  tune  my  lay, 
Of  her  I'll  sing  for  ever  and  for  aye. 

When  Blouzelind  expir'd  the  wether's  bell 
Before  the  drooping  flock  told  forth  her  knell; 
The  solemn  death-watch  click'd  the  hour  she  died, 
And  shrilling  crickets  in  the  chimney  cried; 
The  boding  raven  on  her  cottage  sate, 
And  with  hoarse  croaking  warn'd  us  of  her  fate ; 
The  lambkins,  which  her  wonted  tendance  bred, 
Dropp'd  on  the  plains  that  fatal  instant  dead ; 
Swarm'd  on  a  rotten  stick  the  bees  I  spy'd, 
Which  erst  I  saw  when  goody  Dobson  died. 

*  Pro  molli  viola,  pro  purpureo  narcisso 
Carduus,  et  spiais  surgit  paliurus  acutis.— Virg. 

t  Et  tumulum  facite,  et  tumulo  superaddite  carmen.— Virg. 

\  Tale  tuum  carmen  nobis,  divine  poeta, 
Quale  sopor  fessis  in  gramine;  quale,  per  aestum 
Dulcis  aquae  saliente  sitira  restinguere  rivo. 
Nos  tamen  haec  quocumque  modo  tibi  nostra  vieissim 
Dicenius,  Daphnimque  tuum  tollemus  ad  astra.— Virg. 

§  Kpeacrov  /ueX7ro/iei>co  rev  uKouejuei/  h  f^e\t  \eixeiv. 
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How  shall  I,  void  of  tears,  her  death  relate, 
While  on  her  dearling's  bed  the  mother  sate; 
These  words  the  dying  Blouzelinda  spoke, 
And  •  of  the  dead  let  none  the  will  revoke.' 

Mother,  quoth  she,  let  not  the  poultry  need, 
And  give  the  goose  wherewith  to  raise  her  breed, 
Be  these  my  sister's  care — and  every  morn 
Amid  the  ducklings  let  her  scatter  corn ; 
The  sickly  calf  that's  hous'd  be  sure  to  tend, 
Feed  him  with  milk,  and  from  bleak  colds  defend. 
Yet,  ere  I  die — see,  mother,  yonder  shelf, 
There  secretly  I've  hid  my  worldly  pelf. 
Twenty  good  shillings  in  a  rag  I  laid, 
Be  ten  the  parson's, for  my  sermon  paid. 
The  rest  is  yours— my  spinning-wheel  and  rake 
Let  Susan  keep  for  her  dear  sister's  sake ; 
My  new  straw-hat  that's  trimly  lin'd  with  green, 
Let  Peggy  wear,  for  she 's  a  damsel  clean. 
My  leathern  bottle,  long  in  harvests  try'd, 
Be  Grubbinol's — this  silver  ring  beside: 
Three  silver  pennies,  and  a  ninepence  bent, 
A  token  kind,  to  Bumkinet  is  sent. 
Thus  spoke  the  maiden,  while  her  mother  cried, 
And  peaceful,  like  the  harmless  lamb,  she  died. 

To  shew  their  love,  the  neighbours  far  and  near, 
Followed  with  wistful  look  the  damsel's  bier. 
Sprigg'd  rosemary  the  lads  and  lasses  bore, 
While  dismally  the  parson  walk'd  before. 
Upon  her  grave  the  rosemary  they  threw, 
The  daisy,  butter-flower,  and  endive  blue. 

After  the  good  man  warn'd  us  from  his  text, 
That  none  could  tell  whose  turn  would  be  the  next; 
He  said,  that  Heaven  would  take  her  soul,  no  doubt, 
And  spoke  the  hour-glass  in  her  praise— quite  out. 
To  her  sweet  mem'ry  flowery  garlands  strung, 
O'er  her  now  empty  seat  aloft  were  hung. 
With  wicker  rods  we  fenc'd  her  tomb  around, 
To  ward  from  man  and  beast  the  hallow'd  ground, 
Lest  her  new  grave  the  parson's  cattle  raze, 
For  both  his  horse  and  cow  the  church-yard  graze. 

Now  we  trudg'd  homeward  to  her  mother's  farm, 
To  drink  new  cyder  mull'd,  with  ginger  warm. 
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For  gaffer  Treadwell  told  us  by  the  bye, 
*  Excessive  sorrow  is  exceeding  dry.' 

While  bulls  bear  horns  upon  their  curled  brow,* 
Or  lasses  with  soft  strokings  milk  the  cow, 
While  puddling  ducks  the  standing  lake  desire, 
Or  battening  hogs  roll  in  the  sinking  mire ; 
While  moles  the  crumbling  earth  in  hillocks  raise, 
So  long  shall  swains  tell  Blouzelinda's  praise. 

Thus  wail'd  the  louts  in  melancholy  strain, 
Till  bonny  Susan  sped  across  the  plain  : 
They  seiz'd  the  lass  in  apron  clean  array'd, 
And  to  the  alehouse  forc'd  the  willing  maid, 
In  ale  and  kisses  they  forgot  their  cares, 
And  Susan  Blouzelinda's  loss  repairs. 


SATURDAY;— OR,  THE  FLIGHTS. 

BOWZYBEUS. 

Sublimer  strains,  O  rustic  muse,  prepare ; 

Forget  awhile  the  barn  and  dairy's  care ; 

Thy  homely  voice  to  loftier  numbers  raise, 

The  drunkard's  nights  require  sonorous  lays, 

With  Bowzybeus*  songs  exalt  thy  verse, 

While  rocks  and  woods  the  various  notes  rehearse. 

'Twas  in  the  season  when  the  reaper's  toil 
Of  the  ripe  harvest  'gan  to  rid  the  soil ; 
Wide  through  the  field  was  seen  a  goodly  rout, 
Clean  damsels  bound  the  gather'd  sheaves  about, 
The  lads  with  sharpen'd  hook  and  sweating  brow 
Cut  down  the  labours  of  the  winter  plough. 
To  the  near  hedge  young  Susan  steps  aside, 
She  feignrd  her  coat  or  garter  was  untied; 
Whate'er  she  did,  she  stoop'd  adown  unseen, 
And  merry  reapers,  what  they  list  will  ween. 
Soon  she  rose  up,  and  cried  with  voice  so  shrill 
That  echo  answer'd  from  the  distant  hill ; 

*  Dum  juga  montis  aper,  fluvios  dum  piscis  amabit, 
Dmi)  que  thymo  pascentur  apes,  dum  rore  cicadse, 
Semper  honos  nomenque  tuum,  laudesque  manebunt. 

Virg. 


THE  FLIGHTS.  189 

The  youths  and  damsels  ran  to  Susan's  aid, 
Who  thought  some  adder  had  the  lass  dismay'd. 

When  fast  asleep  they  Bowzybeus  spied, 
His  hat  and  oaken  staff  lay  close  beside.* 
That  Bowzybeus  who  could  sweetly  sing, 
Or  with  the  rosin'd  bow  torment  the  string : 
That  Bowzybeus  who  with  fingers'  speed 
Could  call  soft  warblings  from  the  breathing  reed ; 
That  Bowzybeus  who  with  jocund  tongue, 
Ballads,  and  roundelays,  and  catches  sung. 
They  loudly  laugh  to  see  the  damsel's  fright, 
And  in  disport  surround  the  drunken  wight. 

Ah  Bowzybee,  why  didst  thou  stay  so  long? 
The  mugs  were  large,  the  drink  was  wondrous  strong! 
Thou  shouldst  have  left  the  fair  before  'twas  night, 
But  thou  sat'st  toping  till  the  morning  light. 

Cic'ly,  brisk  maid,  steps  forth  before  the  rout, 
And  kiss'd,  with  smacking  lip,  the  snoring  lout. 
For  custom  says,  '  Whoe'er  this  venture  proves, 
For  such  a  kiss  demands  a  pair  of  gloves.' 
By  her  example  Dorcas  bolder  grows, 
And  plays  a  tickling  straw  within  his  nose.t 
He  rubs  his  nostril,  and  in  wonted  joke 
The  sneering  swains  with  stammering  speech  bespoke : 
To  you,  my  lads,  I'll  sing  my  carols  o'er,J 
As  for  the  maids, — I  've  something  else  in  store. 

No  sooner  'gan  he  raise  his  tuneful  song, 
But  lads  and  lasses  round  about  him  throng. 
Not  ballad-singer  plac'd  above  the  crowd  § 
Sings  with  a  note  so  shrilling,  sweet,  and  loud; 
Nor  parish-clerk  who  calls  the  psalm  so  clear, 
Like  Bowzybeus  soothes  th'  attentive  ear. 

Of  nature's  laws  his  carols  first  begun, || 
Why  the  grave  owl  can  neve??  face  the  sun. 

*  Serta  procul  tantum  capiti  delapsa  jacebant.— Virg. 
t  Sanguineis  frontem  moris  et  lempora  pingit.— Virg. 

I  Carmina,  quae  vultis,  cognoscite;  carmina  vobis, 
Huic  aliud  mercedis  erit.— Virg. 

§  Nee  tantum  Phoebo  gaudet  Parnassia  rupes ; 
Nee  tantum  Rhodope  mirantur  et  Ismarus  Orptaea.— Virg. 

II  Our  swain  had  possibly  read  Tusser,  from  whence  he  might 
have  collected  these  philosophical  observations. 

Namque  canebat  uti  magnum  per  inane  coacta,  &c. 
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For  owls,  as  swains  observe,  detest  the  light, 
And  only  sing  and  seek  their  prey  by  night. 
How  turnips  hide  their  swelling  heads  below, 
And  how  the  closing  coleworts  upwards  grow ; 
How  Will-a-Wisp  misleads  night-faring  clowns 
O'er  hills,  and  sinking  bogs,  and  pathless  downs. 
Of  stars,  he  told,  that  shoot  with  shining  trail, 
And  of  the  glowworm's  light  that  gilds  his  tail. 
He  sung  where  woodcocks  in  the  summer  feed, 
And  in  what  climates  they  renew  their  breed; 
Some  think  to  northern  coasts  their  flight  they  tend, 
Or  to  the  moon  in  midnight  hours  ascend. 
Where  swallows  in  the  winter  season  keep, 
And  how  the  drowsy  bat  and  dormouse  sleep. 
How  nature  does  the  puppy's  eyelid  close, 
Till  the  bright  sun  has  nine  times  set  and  rose. 
For  huntsmen  by  their  long  experience  find, 
That  puppies  still  nine  rolling  suns  are  blind. 

Now  he  goes  on,  and  sings  of  fairs  and  shows, 
For  still  new  fairs  before  his  eyes  arose. 
How  pedlars'  stalls  with  glittering  toys  are  laid, 
The  various  fairings  of  the  country  maid. 
Long  silken  laces  hang  upon  the  twine, 
And  rows  of  pins  and  amber  bracelets  shine ; 
How  the  tight  lass,  knives,  combs,  and  scissars  spies, 
And  looks  on  thimbles  with  desiring  eyes. 
Of  lotteries  next  with  tuneful  note  he  told, 
Where  silver  spoons  are  won,  and  rings  of  gold. 
The  lads  and  lasses  trudge  the  street  along, 
And  all  the  fair  is  crowded  in  his  song. 
The  mountebank  now  treads  the  stage,  and  sells 
His  pills,  his  balsams,  and  his  ague-spells; 
Now  o'er  and  o'er  the  nimble  tumbler  springs, 
And  on  the  rope  the  ventrous  maiden  swings ; 
Jack-pudding  in  his  parti-col  our 'd  jacket 
Tosses  the  glove,  and  jokes  at  every  packet; 
Of  raree-shows  he  sung,  and  Punch's  feats, 
Of  pockets  pick'd  in  crowds,  and  various  cheats. 
Then  sad  he  sung  '  the  children  in  the  wood.' 
Ah  barbarous  uncle,  stain'd  with  infant  blood! 
How  blackberries  they  pluck'd  in  deserts  wild, 
And  fearless  at  the  glittering  falchion  smil'd ; 
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Their  little  corpse  the  robin-red-breasts  found, 
And  strew'd  with  pious  bill  the  leaves  around.' 
Ah  gentle  birds !  if  this  Terse  lasts  so  long,* 
Your  name  shall  live  for  ever  in  my  song. 

For  buxom  Joan  he  sung  the  doubtful  strife,t 
How  the  sly  sailor  made  the  maid  a  wife. 

To  louder  strains  he  rais'd  his  voice,  to  tell 
What  woful  wars  in  Chevy-Chase  befel, 
When  'Percy  drove  the  deer  with  hound  and  horn, 
Wars  to  be  wept  by  children  yet  unborn!' 
Ah  Witbrington,  more  years  thy  life  had  crown'd, 
If  thou  hadst  never  heard  the  horn  or  hound ! 
Yet  shall  the  squire,  who  fought  on  bloody  stumps, 
By  future  bards  be  wail'd  in  doleful  dumps. 

•  All  in  the  land  of  Essex,'  next  he  chants,} 
How  to  sleek  mares  starch  quakers  turn  gallants: 
How  the  grave  brother  stood  on  bank  so  green. 
Happy  for  him  if  mares  had  never  been!$ 

Then  he  was  seiz'd  with  a  religious  qualm, 
And  on  a  sudden  sung  the  hundredth  psalm. 

He  sung  of  Taffy  Welch,  and  Sawney  Scot, 
Lilly-bullero  and  the  Irish  Trot. 
Why  should  I  tell  of  Bateman  or  of  Shore,j| 
Or  Wantley's  dragon  slain  by  valiant  Moore; 
The  bower  of  Rosamond,  or  Robin  Hood,1T 
And  how  the  grass  now  grows  where  Troy  town  stood  ? 

His  carols  ceas'd:  the  listening  maids  and  swains 
Seem  still  to  hear  some  soft  imperfect  strains. 
Sudden  he  rose;  and  as  he  reels  along 
Swears  kisses  sweet  should  well  reward  his  song. 
The  damsels  laughing  fly :  the  giddy  clown 
Again  upon  a  wheatsheaf  drops  adown  ; 
The  power  that  guards  the  drunk,  his  sleep  attends, 
Till  ruddy,  like  his  face,  the  sun  descends. 

*  Fortunati  ambo !  si  quid  mea  carmina  possunt, 
Nulla  dies  unquain  memori  vos  eximet  aevo. — Virg. 
t  A  song  in  the  comedy  of  Love  for  Love,  beginning,  'A  soldier 
and  a  sailor,'  &c. 

J  A  song  of  Sir  Jobn  Denham's.    See  his  poems. 
§  Et  fortunatam,  si  nnnquam  armenta  fuissent 

Pasiphaen. — Virg. 
y  Quidlcquar,  autScyllam  Nisi,  kc.—Virg. 
U  Old  English  ballads. 
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TRIVIA: 

OR, 

THE  ART  OF  WALKING  THE  STREETS  OF  LONDON. 


Quo  te,  Mceri,  pedes?  An,  quo  viaducit,  in  urbem \—Virg. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  world,  I  believe,  will  take  so  little  notice  of  me,  that  I 
need  not  take  much  of  it.  The  critics  may  see  by  this  poem 
that  I  walk  on  foot,  which  probably  may  save  me  from  their 
envy.  I  should  be  sorry  to  raise  that  passion  in  men  whom  I 
am  so  much  obliged  to,  since  they  allowed  mean  honour  hitherto 
only  shewn  to  better  writers :  that  of  denying  me  to  be  the  au 
thor  of  my  own  works. 

Gentlemen,  if  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poem  good  enongh'to 
displease  you,  and  if  it  be  any  advantage  to  you  to  ascribe  it  to 
some  person  of  greater  merit;  I  shall  acquaint  you  for  your  com- 
fort, that  among  many  other  obligations,  I  owe  several  hints  of 
it  to  Dr.  Swift.  And  if  you  will  so  far  continue  your  favour  as 
to  write  against  it,  I  beg  you  to  oblige  me  in  accepting  the  fol- 
lowing motto. 

Non  tu,  in  triviis,  indocte,  solebas 

Stridenti,  miserum,  stipula,  disperderc  carmen? 

BOOK  I. 

Of  the  Implements  for  Walking  the  Streets,  and  Signs 
of  the  Weather. 

Through  winter  streets  to  steer  your  course  aright, 
How  to  walk  clean  by  day,  and  safe  by  night, 
How  jostling  crowds,  with  prudence  to  decline, 
When  to  assert  the  wall,  and  when  resign, 
I  sing :  thou,  Trivia,  goddess,  aid  my  song, 
Through  spacious  streets  conduct  thy  bard  along; 
By  thee  transported,  I  securely  stray 
Where  winding  alleys  lead  the  doubtful  way, 
The  silent  court,  and  opening  square  explore, 
And  long  perplexing  lanes  untrod  before. 
To  pare  thy  realm,  and  smooth  the  broken  ways, 
Earth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays ; 
For  thee,  the  sturdy  paver  thumps  the  ground, 
Whilst  every  stroke  his  labouring  lungs  resound ; 
Far  thee  the  scavenger  bids  kennels  glide 
Within  their  bounds,  and  heaps  of  dirt  subside. 
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My  youthful  bosom  burns  -with  thirst  of  fame, 
From  the  great  theme  to  build  a  glorious  name, 
To  tread  in  paths  to  ancient  bards  unknown, 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  civic  crown : 
But  more,  my  country's  love  demands  the  lays, 
My  country's  be  the  profit,  mine  the  praise. 

When  the  black  youth,  at  chosen  stands  rejoice, 
And  '  clean  your  shoes'  resounds  from  every  voice ; 
When  late  their  miry  sides  stage-coaches  shew, 
And  their  stiff  horses  through  the  town  move  slow ; 
When  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  ruin  lies, 
And  damsels  first  renew  their  oyster-cries : 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  shoes  provide, 
Not  of  the  Spanish  or  Morocco  hide ; 
The  wooden  heel  may  raise  the  dancer's  bound, 
And  with  the  scallop'd  top  his  step  be  crown'd; 
Let  firm,  well-hammer'd  soles  protect  thy  feet 
Through  freezing  snows,  and  rains,  and  soaking  sleet. 
Should  the  big  last  extend  the  shoe  too  wide, 
Each  stone  will  wrench  th'  unwary  step  aside : 
The  sudden  turn  may  stretch  the  swelling  vein, 
Thy  cracking  joint  unhinge,  or  ankle  sprain ; 
And  when  too  short  the  modish  shoes  are  worn, 
You'll  judge  the  seasons  by  your  shooting  corn. 

Nor  should  it  pro?e  thy  less  important  care, 
To  choose  a  proper  coat  for  winter's  wear. 
Now  in  thy  trunk  thy  D'Oily  habit  fold, 
The  silken  drugget  ill  can  fence  the  cold; 
The  frieze's  spongy  nap  is  soak'd  with  rain, 
And  showers  soon  drench  the  camlet's  cockled  grain, 
True  Witney*  broad-cloth  with  its  shag  unshorn, 
Unpierc'd  is  in  the  lasting  tempest  worn : 
Be  this  the  horseman's  fence;  for  who  would  wear 
Amid  the  town  the  spoils  of  Russia's  bear ! 
Within  the  Roquelaure's  clasp  thy  hands  are  pent, 
Hands,  that  stretch'd  forth  invading  harms  prevent. 
Let  the  loop'd  Bavaroy  the  fop  embrace, 
Or  his  deep  cloak  be  spatter'd  o'er  with  lace. 
That  garment  best  the  winter's  rage  defends, 
Whose  ample  form  without  one  plait  depends ; 

*  A  town  in  Oxfordshire. 
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By  -various  names*  in  various  counties  known, 
Yet  held  in  all  the  true  surtout  alone : 
Be  thine  of  Kersey  firm,  though  small  the  cost, 
Then  brave  unwet  the  rain ,  unchill'd  the  frost. 

If  the  strong  cane  support  thy  walking  hand, 
Chairmen  no  longer  shall  the  wall  command ; 
Even  sturdy  car-men  shall  thy  nod  obey, 
And  rattling  coaches  stop  to  make  the  way  ; 
This  shall  direct  thy  cautious  tread  aright, 
Though  not  one  glaring  lamp  enliven  night. 
Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tipt  produce, 
Be  theirs  for  empty  show,  but  thine  for  use. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  ease, 
And  lazily  ensure  a  life's  disease ; 
While  softer  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  court,  to  White's,t  assemblies,  or  the  play; 
Rosy-complexion'd  health  thy  steps  attends, 
And  exercise  thy  lasting  youth  defends. 
Imprudent  men,  heaven's  choicest  gifts  profane, 
Thu3  some  beneath  their  arm  support  the  cane ; 
The  dirty  point  oft  checks  the  careless  pace, 
And  miry  spot3  the  clean  cravat  disgrace  : 
O !  may  I  never  such  misfortune  meet, 
May  no  such  vicious  walkers  crowd  the  street, 
May  Providence  o'ershade  me  with  her  wings, 
While  the  bold  muse  experienc'd  dangers  sings. 

Not  that  I  wander  from  my  native  home, 
And  (tempting  perils)  foreign  cities  roam. 
Let  Paris  be  the  theme  of  Gallia's  muse, 
Where  slavery  treads  the  street  in  wocden  shoes ; 
Nor  do  I  rove  in  Belgia's  frozen  clime, 
Aud  teach  the  clumsy  boor  to  skate  in  rhyme, 
Where,  if  the  warmer  clouds  in  rain  descend, 
No  miry  ways  industrious  steps  offend, 
The  rushing  flood  from  sloping  pavements  pours, 
And  blackens  the  canals  with  dirty  showers. 
Let  others  Naples'  smoother  streets  rehearse, 
And  with  proud  Roman  structure  grace  their  verse, 
Where  frequent  murders  wake  the  night  with  groans, 
And  blood  in  purple  torrents  dyes  the  stones  ; 

*  A  Joseph,  Wrap-Rascal,  &c. 
t  White's  Chocolate-house  in  St.  Jaraes's-street. 
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Nor  shall  the  muse  through  narrow  Venice  stray, 
Where  gondolas  their  painted  oars  display. 
O  happy  streets,  to  rumbling  wheels  unknown, 
No  carts,  no  coaches  shake  the  floating  town  ! 
Thus  was  of  old  Britannia's  city  bless'd, 
Ere  pride  and  luxury  her  sons  possess'd: 
Coaches  and  chariots  yet  unfashion'd  lay, 
Nor  late-invented  chairs  perplex' d  the  way : 
Then  the  proud  lady  tripp'd  along  the  town, 
And  tuck'd  up  petticoats  secur'd  her  gown, 
Her  rosy  cheek  with  distant  visits  glow'd, 
And  exercise  unartful  charms  bestow'd ; 
But  since  in  braided  gold  her  foot  is  bound, 
And  a  long  trailing  manteau  sweeps  the  ground, 
Her  shoe  disdains  the  street;  the  lazy  fair 
With  narrow  step  affects  a  limping  air. 
Now  gaudy  pride  corrupts  the  lavish  age, 
And  the  streets  flame  with  glaring  equipage ; 
The  tricking  gamester  insolently  rides, 
With  Loves  and  Graces  on  his  chariot  sides; 
In  saucy  3tate  the  griping  broker  sits, 
And  laughs  at  honesty,  and  trudging  wits : 
For  you,  O  honest  men,  these  useful  lays 
The  muse  prepares ;   I  seek  no  other  praise. 

When  sleep  is  first  disturb'd  by  morning  cries ; 
From  sure  prognostics  learn  to  know  the  skies, 
Lest  you  of  rheums  and  coughs  at  night  complain ; 
Surpris'd  in  dreary  fogs,  or  driving  rain. 
When  suffocating  mists  obscure  the  morn 
Let  thy  worst  wig,  long  us'd  to  storms,  be  worn  ; 
This  knows  the  powder'd  footman,  and  with  care, 
Beneath  his  flapping  hat  secures  his  hair. 
Be  thou,  for  ev'ry  season,  justly  drest, 
Nor  brave  the  piercing  frost  with  open  breast; 
And  when  the  bursting  clouds  a  deluge  pour, 
Let  thy  surtout  defend  the  drenching  shower. 

The  changing  weather  certain  signs  reveal. 
Ere  winter  sheds  her  snow,  or  frosts  congeal, 
You'll  see  the  coals  in  brighter  flame  aspire, 
And  sulphur  tinge  with  blue  the  rising  fire  : 
Your  tender  shins  the  scorching  heat  decline, 
And  at  the  dearth  of  coals  the  poor  repine ; 


196  TRIVIA. 

Before  her  kitchen  hearth,,  the  nodding  dame 
In  flannel  mantle  wrapt,  enjoys  the  flame; 
Hovering,  upon  her  feeble  knees  she  beods, 
And  all  around  the  grateful  warmth  ascends. 

Nor  do  less  certain  signs  the  town  advise 
Of  milder  weather,  and  serener  skies. 
The  ladies  gaily  dress'd,  the  Mall  adorn 
With  various  dyes,  and  paint  the  sunny  morn  ; 
The  wanton  fawns  with  frisking  pleasure  range, 
And  chirping  sparrows  greet  the  welcome  change : 
Not  that  their  minds  with  greater  skill  are  fraught,* 
Endu'd  by  instinct,  or  by  reason  taught; 
The  seasons  operate  on  every  breast, 
'Tis  hence  that  fawns  are  brisk,  and  ladies  drest. 
When  on  his  box  the  nodding  coachman  snores, 
And  dreams  of  fancy'd  fares;  when  tavern  doors 
The  chairmen  idly  crowd ;  then  ne'er  refuse 
To  trust  thy  busy  steps  in  thinner  shoes. 

But  when  the  swinging  signs  your  ears  offend 
With  creaking  noise,  then  rainy  floods  impend ; 
Soon  shall  the  kennels  swell  with  rapid  streams, 
And  rush  in  muddy  torrents  to  the  Thames. 
The  bookseller,  whose  shop 's  an  open  square, 
Foresees  the  tempest,  and  with  early  care 
Of  learning  strips  the  rail ;  the  rowing  crew 
To  tempt  a  fare,  clothe  all  their  tilts  in  blue : 
On  hosiers'  poles  depending  stockings  ty'd, 
Flag  with  the  slacken'd  gale,  from  side  to  side. 
Church-monuments  foretel  the  changing  air; 
Then  Niobe  dissolves  into  a  tear, 
And  sweats  with  secret  grief:    you'll  hear  the 

sounds 
Of  whistling  winds,  ere  kennels  break  their  bounds; 
Ungrateful  odours  common-shores  diffuse, 
And  dropping  vaults  distil  unwholesome  dews, 
Ere  the  tiles  rattle  with  the  smoking  shower, 
And  spouts  on  heedless  men  their  torrents  pour. 

All  superstition  from  thy  breast  repel. 
Let  credulous  boys,  and  prattling  nurses  tell, 

*  Haud  equidem  credo,  quia  sit  divinitus  il/is 
Ingenium,  aut  rerum  fato  prudentia  major. 

Virg.  Georg.  I. 
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How  if  the  festival  of  Paul  be  clear, 
Plenty  from  liberal  horn  shall  strow  the  year ; 
When  the  dark  skies  dissolve  in  snow  or  rain, 
The  labouring  hind  shall  yoke  the  steer  in  rain ; 
But  if  the  threat'ning  winds  in  tempests  roar, 
Then  war  shall  bathe  her  wasteful  sword  in  gore. 
How,  if  on  Swithin's  feast  the  welkin  lowers, 
And  every  penthouse  streams  with  hasty  showers, 
Twice  twenty  days  shall  clouds  their  fleeces  drain, 
And  wash  the  pavements  with  incessant  rain ; 
Let  not  such  vulgar  tales  debase  thy  mind  ; 
Nor  Paul  nor  Swithin  rule  the  clouds  and  wind. 

If  you  the  precepts  of  the  muse  despise, 
And  slight  the  faithful  warning  of  the  skies, 
Others  you  '11  see,  when  all  the  town 's  afloat, 
Wrapt  in  th'  embraces  of  a  Kersey  coat, 
Or  double-button'd  frieze  :  their  guarded  feet 
Defy  the  muddy  dangers  of  the  street, 
While  you  with  hat  unloop'd,  the  fury  dread 
Of  spouts  high  streaming,  and  with  cautious  tread 
Shun  every  dashing  pool ;  or  idly  stop, 
To  seek  the  kind  protection  of  a  shop. 
But  business  summons  ;  now  with  hasty  scud 
You  jostle  for  the  wall :  the  spatter'd  mud 
Hides  all  thy  hose  behind ;  in  vain  you  scour, 
The  wig,  alas  !  uncurl'd,  admits  the  shower. 
So  fierce  Alecto's  snaky  tresses  fell, 
When  Orpheus  charm'd  the  rigorous  powers  of  hell, 
Or  tbus  hung  Glaucus'  beard,  with  briny  dew 
Clotted  and  straight,  when  first  his  amorous  view 
Surpris'd  the  bathing  fair;  the  frighted  maid 
Now  stands  a  rock,  transform'd  by  Circe's  aid. 

Good  housewives  all  the  winter's  rage  despise, 
Defended  by  the  riding-hood's  disguise  : 
Or  underneath  th'  umbrella's  oily  shade, 
Safe  through  the  wet  on  clinking  pattens  tread. 
Let  Persian  dames  th'  umbrella's  ribs  display, 
To  guard  their  beauties  from  the  sunny  ray ; 
Or  sweating  slaves  support  the  shady  load, 
When  eastern  monarcHt^bew  their  state  abroad : 
Britain  in  winter  only  knows  its  aid, 
To  guard  from  chilly  showers  the  walking  maid. 


198  TRIVIA. 

But  O !  forget  not,  muse,  the  patten's  praise, 
That  female  implement  shall  grace  thy  lays ; 
Say  from  what  art  divine  th'  invention  came, 
And  from  its  origin  deduce  its  name. 

Where  Lincoln  wide  extends  her  fenny  soil, 
A  goodly  yeoman  liv'd,  grown  white  with  toil : 
One  only  daughter  bless'd  his  nuptial  bed, 
Who  from  her  infant  hand  the  poultry  fed : 
Martha  (her  careful  mother's  name)  she  bore, 
But  now  her  careful  mother  was  no  more. 
Whilst  on  her  father's  knee  the  damsel  play'd, 
Patty  he  fondly  call'd  the  smiling  maid ; 
As  years  increas'd,  her  ruddy  beauty  grew, 
And  Patty's  fame  o'er  all  the  village  flew. 

Soon  as  the  gTay-ey'd  morning  streaks  the  skies, 
And  in  the  doubtful  day  the  woodcock  flies, 
Her  cleanly  pail  the  pretty  housewife  bears, 
And  singing  to  the  distant  field  repairs : 
And  when  the  plains  with  evening  dews  are  spread, 
The  milky  burden  smokes  upon  her  head, 
Deep,  through  a  miry  lane  she  picked  her  way, 
Above  her  ancle  rose  the  chalky  clay. 

Vulcan  by  chance  the  gloomy  maiden  spies, 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyes, 
He  saw,  he  lov'd ;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  known 
Sweet  innocence  and  beauty  meet  in  one. 
Ah  Mulciber !  recal  thy  nuptial  vows, 
Think  on  the  graces  of  thy  Paphian  spouse, 
Think  how  her  eyes  dart  inexhausted  charms, 
And  canst  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  arms? 

The  Lemnian  power  forsakes  the  realms  above, 
His  bosom  glowing  with  terrestrial  love : 
Far  in  the  lane  a  lonely  hut  he  found, 
No  tenant  ventur'd  on  th'  unwholesome  ground. 
Here  smokes  his  forge,  he  bares  his  sinewy  arm, 
And  early  strokes  the  sounding  anvil  warm; 
Around  his  shop  the  steely  sparkles  flew, 
As  for  the  steed  he  shap'd  the  bending  shoe. 

When  blue-ey'd  Patty  near  his  window  came, 
His  anvil  rests,  his  forge  fo^pets  to  flame. 
To  hear  his  soothing  tales  she  feigns  delays ; 
What  woman  can  resist  the  force  of  praise  1 
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At  first  she  coyly  every  kiss  withstood, 
And  all  her  cheek  was  flush'd  with  modest  blood : 
With  headless  nails  he  now  surrounds  her  shoes, 
To  save  her  steps  from  rains  and  piercing  dews ; 
She  lik'd  his  soothing  tales,  his  presents  wore, 
And  granted  kisses,  but  would  grant  no  more. 
Yet  winter  chill 'd  her  feet,  with  cold  she  pines, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rose  declines ; 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  their  lustre  boast, 
And  in  hoarse  sounds  her  melting  voice  is  lost. 

This  Vulcan  saw,  and  in  his  heavenly  thought, 
A  new  machine  mechanic  fancy  wrought, 
Above  the  mire  her  shelter'd  steps  to  raise, 
And  bear  her  safely  through  the  wintry  ways ; 
Straight  the  new  engine  on  the  anvil  glows, 
And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patten  rose. 
No  more  her  lungs  are  shook  with  drooping  rheums. 
And  on  her  cheek  reviving  beauty  blooms. 
The  god  obtain'd  his  suit;  though  flattery  fail, 
Presents  with  female  virtue  must  prevail. 
The  patten  now  snpports  each  frugal  dame, 
Which  from  the  blue-eyed  Patty  takes  the  name. 

BOOK  II. 

Of  Walking  the  Streets  by  Day. 
Thus  far  the  muse  has  trac'd  in  useful  lays 
The  proper  implements  for  wintry  ways ; 
Has  taught  the  walker,  with  judicious  eyes, 
To  read  the  various  warnings  of  the  skies. 
Now  venture,  muse,  from  home  to  range  the  town, 
And  for  the  public  safety  risk  thy  own. 

For  ease  and  for  dispatch,  the  morning's  best; 
No  tides  of  passengers  the  street  molest. 
You  '11  see  a  draggled  damsel,  here  and  there, 
From  Billingsgate  her  fishy  traffic  bear; 
On  doors  the  sallow  milk-maid  chalks  her  gains, 
Ah !  how  unlike  the  milk-maid  of  the  plains! 
Before  proud  gates  attending  asses  bray, 
Or  arrogate  with  solemn  pace  the  way; 
These  grave  physicians  with  their  milky  cheer, 
The  love-sick  maid  and  dwindling  beau  repair; 
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Here  rows  of  drummers  stand  in  martial  file, 

And  with  their  vellum-thunder  shake  the  pile, 

To  greet  the  new-made  bride.    Are  sounds  like  these 

The  proper  preludes  to  a  state  of  peace  1 

Now  industry  awakes  her  busy  sons, 

Full  charg'd  with  news  the  breathless  hawker  runs ; 

Shops  open,  coaches  roll,  carts  shake  the  ground, 

And  all  the  streets  with  passing  cries  resound. 

If  cloth'd  in  black,  you  tread  the  busy  town, 
Or  if  distinguish'd  by  the  reverend  gown, 
Three  trades  avoid;  oft  in  the  mingling  press, 
The  barber's  apron  soils  the  sable  dress; 
Shun  the  perfumer's  touch  with  cautious  eye, 
Nor  let  the  baker's  step  advance  too  nigh : 
Ye  walkers  too  that  youthful  colours  wear, 
Three  sullen  trades  avoid  with  equal  care ; 
The  little  chimney-sweeper  skulks  along, 
And  marks  with  sooty  stains  the  heedless  throng; 
When  small-coal  murmurs  in  the  hoarser  throat, 
From  smutty  dangers  guard  thy  threaten'd  coat: 
The  dust-man's  dart  offends  thy  clothes  and  eyes, 
When  through  the  street  a  cloud  of  ashes  flies ; 
But  whether  black  or  lighter  dyes  are  worn, 
The  chandler's  basket,  on  his  shoulder  borne, 
With  tallow  spots  thy  coat;  resign  the  way 
To  shun  the  surly  butcher's  greasy  tray, 
Butchers  whose  hands  are  dy'd  with  blood's  foul  stain, 
And  always  foremost  in  the  hangman's  train. 

Let  due  civilities  be  strictly  paid, 
The  wall  surrender  to  the  hooded  maid, 
Nor  let  thy  sturdy  elbow's  hasty  rage 
Jostle  the  feeble  steps  of  trembling  age. 
And  when  the  porter  bends  beneath  his  load, 
And  pants  for  breath,  clear  thou  the  crowded  road. 
But,  above  all,  the  groping  blind  direct, 
And  from  the  pressing  throng  the  lame  protect. 
You  '11  sometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  nicest  tread, 
Whose  mantling  peruke  veils  his  empty  head, 
At  every  step  he  dreads  the  wall  to  lose, 
And  risks,  to  save  a  coach,  his  red-heel'd  shoes; 
Him,  like  the  miller,  pass  with  caution  by, 
Lest  from  his  shoulder  clouds  of  powder  fly. 
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But  when  the  bully,  with  assuming  pace, 
Cocks  his  broad  hat,  edg'd  round  with  tarnkhM  lace 
Yield  not  the  way ;  defy  his  strutting  pride, 
And  thrust  him  to  the  muddy  kennel's  side ; 
He  never  turns  again,  nor  dares  oppose, 
But  mutters  coward  curses  as  he  goes. 

If  drawn  by  business  to  a  street  unknown, 
Let  the  sworn  porter  point  thee  through  the  town ; 
Be  sure  observe  the  signs,  for  signs  remain, 
Like  faithful  landmarks  to  the  walking  train. 
Seek  not  from  'prentices  to  learn  the  way, 
Those  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  steps  astray; 
Ask  the  grave  tradesman  to  direct  thee  right, 
He  ne'er  deceives,  but  when  he  profits  by  't. 

Where  fam'd  St.  Giles's  ancient  limits  spread, 
An  inrail'd  column  rears  its  lofty  head, 
Here  to  seven  streets  seven  dials  count  the  day, 
And  from  each  other  catch  the  circling  ray. 
Here  oft  the  peasant,  with  inquiring  face, 
Bewilder'd,  trudges  on  from  place  to  place ; 
He  dwells  on  every  sign  with  stupid  gaze, 
Enters  the  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maze, 
Tries  every  winding  court  and  street  in  vain, 
And  doubles  o'er  his  weary  steps  again. 
Thus  hardy  Theseus  with  intrepid  feet, 
Travers'd  the  dangerous  labyrinth  of  Crete ; 
But  still  the  wandering  passes  forc'd  his  stay, 
Till  Ariadne's  clue  unwinds  the  way. 
But  do  not  thou,  like  that  bold  chief,  confide 
Thy  venturous  footsteps  to  a  female  guide ; 
She'll  lead  thee  with  delusive  smiles  along, 
Dive  in  thy  fob,  and  drop  thee  in  the  throng. 

When  waggish  boys  the  stunted  besom  ply 
To  rid  the  slabby  pavement ;  pass  not  by 
Ere  thou  hast  held  their  hands ;  some  heedless  flirt 
Will  overspread  thy  calves  with  spattering  dirt. 
Where  porter  hogsheads  roll  from  carts  aslope, 
Or  brewers  down  steep  cellars  stretch  the  rope, 
Where  counted  billets  are  by  car-men  tost, 
Stay  thy  rash  step,  and  walk  without  the  post. 

What  though  the  gathering  mire  thy  feet  besmear, 
The  voice  of  industry  is  always  near, 
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Hark!  the  boy  calls  thee  to  his  destin'd  stand, 
And  the  shoe  shines  beneath  his  oily  hand. 
Here  let  the  muse,  fatigu'd  amid  the  throng, 
Adorn  her  precepts  with  digressive  song; 
Of  shirtless  youths  the  secret  rise  to  trace, 
And  shew  the  parent  of  the  sable  race. 

Like  mortal  man,  great  Jove  (grown  fond  of  change) 
Of  old  was  wont  this  netber  world  to  range, 
To  seek  amours;  the  vice  the  monarch  lov'd 
Soon  through  the  wide  ethereal  court  improv'd, 
And  e'en  the  proudest  goddess  now  and  then 
Would  lodge  a  night  among  the  sons  of  men; 
To  vulgar  deities  descends  the  fashion, 
Each,  like  her  betters,  had  her  earthly  passion. 
Then  Cloacina*  (goddess  of  the  tide 
Whose  sable  streams  beneath  the  city  glide) 
Indulg'd  the  modish  flame ;  the  town  she  rov'd ; 
A  mortal  scavenger  she  saw,  she  lov'd; 
The  muddy  spots  that  dry'd  upon  his  face, 
Like  female  patches,  heighten'd  every  grace  : 
She  gaz'd;  she  sigh'd.    For  love  can  beauties  spy 
In  what  seems  faults  to  every  common  eye. 

Now  had  the  watchman  walk'd  his  second  round, 
When  Cloacina  hears  the  rumbling  sound 
Of  her  brown  lover's  cart;  for  well  she  knows 
That  pleasing  thunder :  swift  the  goddess  rose, 
And  through  the  streets  pursu'd  the  distant  noise, 
Her  bosom  panting  with  expected  joys. 
With  the  night  wandering  harlot.'s  air  she  past, 
Brush'd  near  his  side,  and  wanton  glances  cast; 
In  the  black  form  of  cinder  wench  she  came, 
When  love,  the  hour,  the  place  had  banish'd  shame ; 
To  the  dark  alley  arm  in  arm  they  move : 
O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  love. 

When  the  pale  moon  had  nine  times  filled  her  space, 
The  pregnant  goddess  (cautious  of  disgrace) 
Descends  to  earth ;  but  sought  no  midwife's  aid, 
Nor  'midst  her  anguish  to  Lucina  pray'd; 

*  Cloacina  was  a  goddess  whose  image  Tatius  (a  kin?  of  the 
Sabines)  found  in  the  common  shore,  and  not  knowing  what  god- 
dess it  was,  he  called  it  Cloacina  from  the  place  in  which  it  was 
found,  and  paid  to  it  divine  honours.  Lactant.  1. 20.  Minuc.  Fel. 
Oct.  p.  232. 
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No  cheerful  gossip  wish'd  the  mother  joy, 
Alone,  beneath  a  bulk  she  dropt  the  boy. 

The  child  through  various  risks  in  years  improv'd, 
At  first  a  beggar's  brat,  compassion  mov'd ; 
His  infant  tongue  soon  learnt  the  canting  art, 
Knew  all  the  prayers  and  whines  to  touch  the  heart. 

Oh  happy  unown'd  youths,  your  limbs  can  bear 
The  scorching  dog-star  and  the  winter's  air, 
While  the  rich  infant,  nurs'd  with  care  and  pain, 
Thirsts  with  each  heat,  and  coughs  with  every  rain ! 

The  goddess  long  had  mark'd  the  child's  distress, 
And  long  had  sought  his  sufferings  to  redress ; 
She  prays  the  gods  to  take  the  fondling's  part, 
To  teach  his  hands  some  beneficial  art 
Practis'd  in  streets :  the  gods  her  suit  allowed, 
And  made  him  useful  to  the  walking  crowd, 
To  cleanse  the  miry  feet,  and  o'er  the  shoe 
With  nimble  skill  the  glossy  black  renew : 
Each  power  contributes  to  relieve  the  poor; 
With  the  strong  bristles  of  tbe  mighty  boar 
Diana  forms  his  brush ;  the  god  of  day 
A  tripod  gives,  amid  the  crowded  way 
To  raise  the  dirty  foot,  and  ease  his  toil; 
Kind  Neptune  fills  his  vase  with  fetid  oil 
Prest  from  th'  enormous  whale:  the  god  of  fire, 
From  whose  dominions  smoky  clouds  aspire, 
Among  these  generous  presents  joins  his  part, 
And  aids  with  soot  the  new  japanning  art; 
Pleas' d  she  receives  the  gifts;  she  downward  glides, 
Lights  in  Fleet-ditch,  and  shoots  beneath  the  tides. 

Now  dawns  the  morn,  the  sturdy  lad  awakes, 
Leaps  from  his  stall,  his  tangled  hair  he  shakes. 
Then  leaning  o'er  the  rails  he  musing  stood, 
And  view'd  below  the  black  canal  of  mud, 
Where  common-shores  a  lulling  murmur  keep, 
Whose  torrents  rush  from  Holborn's  fatal  steep: 
Pensive  through  idleness,  tears  flow'd  apace, 
Which  eas'd  his  loaded  heart,  and  wash'd  his  face; 
At  length  he  sighing  cry'd:  That  boy  is  blest, 
Whose  infant  lips  have  drain'd  a  mother's  breast ; 
But  happier  far  are  those  (if  such  be  known), 
Whom  both  a  father  and  a  mother  own ; 
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But  I,  alas  !  had  fortune's  utmost  scorn, 
Who  ne'er  knew  parents,  was  an  orphan  born: 
Some  boys  are  rich  by  birth  beyond  all  wants, 
Belov'd  by  uncles,  and  kind  good  old  aunts; 
When  time  comes  round  a  Christmas  box  they  bear, 
And  one  day  makes  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 
Had  I  the  precepts  of  a  father  learn'd, 
Perhaps  I  then  the  coachman's  fare  had  earn'd, 
For  lesser  boys  can  drive ;  I  thirsty  stand 
And  see  the  double  flagon  charge  their  hand, 
See  them  puff  off  the  froth,  and  gulp  amain, 
While  with  dry  tongue  I  lick  my  lips  in  vain. 

While  thus  he  fervent  prays,  the  heaving  tide 
In  widen'd  circles  beats  on  either  side ; 
The  goddess  rose  amid  the  inmost  round, 
With  wither'd  turnip-tops  her  temples  crown'd: 
Low  reach'd  her  dripping  tresses,  lank  and  black 
As  the  smooth  jet,  or  glossy  raven's  back; 
Around  her  waist  a  circling  eel  was  twin'd, 
Which  bound  her  robe  that  hung  in  rags  behind. 
Now  beck'ning  to  the  boy/she  thus  begun : 
Thy  prayers  are  granted ;  weep  no  more,  my  son : 
Go  thrive.    At  some  frequented  corner  stand, 
This  brush  I  give  thee,  grasp  it  in  thy  hand. 
Temper  the  soot  within  this  vase  of  oil, 
And  let  the  little  tripod  aid  thy  toil. 
On  thi3  methinks  I  see  the  walking  crew 
At  thy  request  support  the  miry  shoe, 
The  foot  grows  black  that  was  with  dirt  embrown'd, 
And  in  thy  pockets  jingling  halfpence  sound. 
The  goddess  plunges  swift  beneath  the  flood, 
And  dashes  all  around  her  showers  of  mud ; 
The  youth  straight  chose  his  post ;  the  labour  plied 
Where  branching  streets  from  Charing-cross  divide; 
His  treble  voice  resounds  along  the  Meuse, 
And  Whitehall  echoes, '  Clean  your  honour's  shoes.' 

Like  the  sweet  ballad,  this  amusing  lay 
Too  long  detains  the  walker  on  his  way; 
While  he  attends  new  dangers  round  him  throng; 
The  busy  city  asks  instructive  song. 

Where  elevated  o'er  the  gaping  crowd, 
Clasp'd  in  the  board  the  perjur'd  head  is  bow'd, 
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Betimes  retreat;  here,  thick  as  hailstones  pour, 
Turnips,  and  half-hatch'd  eggs  (a  mingled  shower), 
Among  the  rabble  rain :  some  random  throw 
May  with  the  trickling  yolk  thy  cheek  o'erflow. 

Though  expedition  bids,  yet  never  stray 
Where  no  rang'd  posts  defend  the  rugged  way. 
Here  laden  carts  with  thundering  waggons  meet, 
Wheels  clash  with  wheels,  and  bar  the  narrow 

street; 
The  lashing  whip  resounds,  the  horses  strain, 
And  blood  in  anguish  bursts  the  swelling  vein.' 
O  barbarous  men,  your  cruel  breasts  assuage, 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  generous  steed  your  rage? 
Does  not  his  service  earn  your  daily  bread? 
Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  labours  fed! 
If,  as  the  Samian  taught,  the  soul  revives, 
And,  shifting  seats,  in  other  bodies  lives; 
Severe  shall  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change, 
Doom'd  in  a  hackney-horse  the  town  to  range ; 
Car-men,  transform'd,  the  groaning  load  shall  draw, 
Whom  other  tyrants  with  the  lash  shall  awe. 

Who  would  of  Watling-street  the  dangers  share, 
When  the  broad  pavement  of  Cheapside  is  near? 
Or  who  that  rugged  street*  would  traverse  o'er, 
That  stretches,  O  Fleet-ditch,  from  thy  black  shore 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls?  here  steams  ascend, 
That,  in  mix'd  fumes,  the  wrinkled  nose  offend. 
Where  chandler's  cauldrons  boil;  where  fishy  prey 
Hide  the  wet  stall,  long  absent  from  the  3ea; 
And  where  the  cleaver  chops  the  heifer's  spoil, 
And  where  huge  hogsheads  sweat  the  trainy  oil, 
Thy  breathing  nostril  hold  :  but  how  shall  I 
Pass,  where  in  piles  Carnavianf  cheeses  lie ; 
Cheese,  that  the  table's  closing  rites  denies, 
And  bids  me  with  th'  unwilling  chaplain  rise. 

O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pall-mall, 
Safe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  smell; 
At  distance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach, 
Nor  sturdy  car-men  on  thy  walks  encroach : 
No  lets  would  bar  thy  ways,  were  chairs  denied, 
The  soft  supports  of  laziness  and  pride ; 

*  Thames-  street.  t  Cheshire  anciently  so  called. 
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Shops  breathe  perfumes,  through  sashes  ribbons  glow, 
The  mutual  arms  of  ladies  and  the  beau. 
Yet  still  even  here,  when  rains  the  passage  hide, 
Oft  the  loose  stone  spirts  up  a  muddy  tide 
Beneath  thy  careless  foot;  and  from  on  high, 
Where  masons  mount  the  ladder,  fragments  fly; 
Mortar,  and  crumbled  lime  in  showers  descend, 
And  o'er  thy  head  destructive  tiles  impend. 

But  sometimes  let  me  leave  the  noisy  roads, 
And  silent  wander  in  the  close  abodes,  [stray, 

Where  wheels  ne'er  shake  the  ground ;  there  pensive 
In  studious  thought  the  long  uncrowded  way. 
Here  I  remark  each  walker's  different  face, 
And  in  their  look  their  various  business  trace. 
The  broker  here  his  spacious  beaver  wears, 
Upon  his  brow  sit  jealousies  and  cares; 
Bent  on  some  mortgage  (to  avoid  reproach) 
He  seeks  bye-streets,  and  saves  th'  expensive  coach. 
Soft,  at  low  doors,  old  lechers  tap  their  cane, 
For  fair  recluse,  who  travels  Drury-lane ; 
Here  roams,  uncomb'd,  the  lavish  rake,  to  shun 
His  Fleet-street  draper's  everlasting  dun. 

Careful  observers,  studious  of  the  town, 
Shun  the  misfortunes  that  disgrace  the  clown 
Untempted,  they  contemn  the  juggler's  feats, 
Pass  by  the  Meuse;  nor  try  the  thimbles'*  cheats. 
When  drays  bound  high,  they  never  cross  behind, 
Where  bubbling  yest  is  blown  by  gusts  of  wind : 
And  when  up  Ludgate-hill  huge  carts  move  slow, 
Far  from  the  straining  steeds  securely  go, 
Whose  dashing  hoofs  behind  them  fling  the  mire, 
And  mark  with  muddy  blots  the  gazing  'squire. 
The  Parthian  thus  his  jav'lin  backward  throws, 
And  as  he  flies  infests  pursuing  foes. 

The  thoughtless  wits  shall  frequent  forfeits  pay, 
Who  'gainst  the  sentry's  box  discharge  their  tea. 
Do  thou  some  court,  or  secret  corner  seek, 
Nor  flush  with  shame  the  passing  virgin's  cheek. 

Yet  let  me  not  descend  to  trivial  song, 
Nor  vulgar  circumstance  my  verse  prolong ; 

*  A  cheat  commonly  practised  in  the  streets  with  three  thim- 
bles and  a  little  ball. 
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Why  should  I  teach  the  maid,  when  torrents  pour, 
Her  head  to  shelter  from  the  sudden  shower? 
Nature  will  best  her  ready  hand  inform, 
With  her  spread  petticoat  to  fence  the  storm. 
Does  not  each  walker  know  the  warning  sign, 
When  whisps  of  straw  depend  upon  the  twine 
Cross  the  close  street;  that  then  the  paver's  art 
Renews  the  ways,  denied  to  coach  and  cart? 
Who  knows  not  that  the  coachman  lashing  by, 
Oft  with  his  flourish  cuts  the  heedless  eye ; 
And  when  he  takes  his  stand,  to  wait  a  fare, 
His  horses'  foreheads  shun  the  winter's  air? 
Nor  will  I  roam  when  summer's  sultry  rays 
Parch  the  dry  ground,  and  spread  with  dust  the  ways  ; 
With  whirling  gusts  the  rapid  atoms  rise, 
Smoke  o'er  the  pavement,  and  involve  the  skies. 

Winter  my  theme  confines ;  whose  nitry  wind 
Shall  crust  the  slabby  mire,  and  kennels  bind; 
She  bids  the  snow  descend  in  flaky  sheets, 
And  in  her  hoary  mantle  clothe  the  streets. 
Let  not  the  virgin  tread  these  slippery  roads, 
The  gathering  fleece  the  hollow  patten  loads; 
But  if  thy  footsteps  slide  with  clotted  frost, 
Strike  off  the  breaking  balls  against  the  post. 
On  silent  wheel  the  passing  coaches  roll; 
Oft  look  behind  and  ward  the  threatening  pole. 
In  harden'd  orbs  the  school-boy  moulds  the  snow, 
To  mark  the  coachman  with  a  dexterous  throw. 
Why  do  you,  boys,  the  kennel's  surface  spread, 
To  tempt  with  faithless  pass  the  matron's  tread? 
How  can  you  laugh  to  see  the  damsel  spurn, 
Sink  in  your  frauds,  and  her  green  stocking  mourn  ? 
At  White's  the  harness'd  chairman  idly  stands, 
And  swings  around  his  waist  his  tingling  hands; 
The  sempstress  speeds  to  'Change  with  red-tipp'd  nose; 
The  Belgian  stove  beneath  her  footstool  glows; 
In  half-whipt  muslin  needles  useless  lie, 
And  shuttlecocks  across  the  counter  fly. 
These  sports  warm  harmless ;  why  then  will  ye  prove, 
Deluded  maids,  the  dangerous  flame  of  love? 

Where  Covent-Garden's  famous  temple  stands, 
That  boasts  the  work  of  Jones'  immortal  hands; 
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Columns  with  plain  magnificence  appear, 
And  graceful  porches  lead  along  the  square: 
Here  oft  my  course  I  bend,  when  lo!  from  far 
I  spy  the  furies  of  the  foot-ball  war ; 
The  'prentice  quits  his  shop,  to  join  the  crew, 
Increasing  crowds  the  flying  game  pursue. 
Thus,  as  you  roll  the  ball  o'er  snowy  ground, 
The  gathering  globe  augments  with  every  round. 
But  whither  shall  I  run  1  the  throng  draws  nigh, 
The  ball  now  skims  the  street,  now  soars  on  high  ; 
The  dexterous  glazier  strong  returns  the  bound, 
And  jingling  sashes  on  the  penthouse  sound. 

O  roving  muse,  recal  that  wondrous  year, 
When  winter  reign'd  in  bleak  Britannia's  air; 
When  hoary  Thames,  with  frosted  osiers  crown'd, 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  bound ; 
The  waterman,  forlorn  along  the  shore, 
Pensive  reclines  upon  his  useless  oar. 
See  harness'd  steeds  desert  the  stony  town ; 
And  wander  roads  unstable,  not  their  own : 
Wheels  o'er  the  harden'd  water  smoothly  glide, 
And  raze,  with  whiten'd  tracks,  the  slippery  tide. 
Here  the  fat  cook  piles  high  the  blazing  fire, 
And  scarce  the  spit  can  turn  the  steer  entire. 
Booths  sudden  hide  the  Thames,  long  streets  appear, 
And  numerous  games  proclaim  the  crowded  fair. 
So  when  a  general  bids  the  martial  train 
Spread  their  encampments  o'er  the  spacious  plain ; 
Thick-rising  camps  a  canvas  city  build, 
And  the  loud  dice  resound  through  all  the  field. 

'Twas  here  the  matron  found  a  doleful  fate, 
Let  elegiac  lay  the  woe  relate, 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  distant  flutes  at  hours 
When  silent  evening  closes  up  the  flowers; 
Lulling  as  falling  water's  hollow  noise ; 
Indulging  grief,  like  Philomela's  voice. 
Doll  every  day  had  walk'd  these  treacherous  roads; 
Her  neck  grew  warpt  beneath  autumnal  loads 
Of  various  fruit;  she  now  a  basket  bore, 
That  head,  alas  !  shall  basket  bear  no  more. 
Each  booth  she  frequent  past,  in  quest  of  gain, 
And  boys  with  pleasure  heard  her  shrilling  strain. 
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Ah  Doll !  all  mortals  must  resign  their  breath, 
And  industry  itself  submit  to  death! 
The  cracking  crystal  yields,  she  sinks,  she  dies, 
Her  head,  chopt  off,  from  her  lost  shoulders  flies; 
Pippins  she  cried,  but  death  her  voice  confounds, 
And  pip-pip-pip  along  the  ice  resounds. 

So  when  the  Thracian  furies  Orpheus  tore, 
And  left  his  bleeding  trunk  deform'd  with  gore, 
His  sever'd  head  floats  down  the  silver  tide, 
His  yet  warm  tongue  for  his  lost  consort  cried; 
Eurydice,  with  quivering  voice  he  mourn'd, 
And  Heber's  banks  Eurydice  return'd. 

But  now  the  western  gile  the  flood  unbinds, 
And  blackening  clouds  move  on  with  warmer  winds, 
The  wooden  town  its  frail  foundation  leaves, 
And  Thames'  full  urn  rolls  down  its  plenteous  waves; 
From  every  pent-house  streams  the  fleeting  snow, 
And  with  dissolving  frost  the  pavements  flow. 

Experienc'd  men,  inur'd  to  city  ways, 
Need  not  the  calendar  to  count  their  days. 
When  through  the  town  with  slow  and  solemn  air, 
Led  by  the  nostril,  walks  the  muzzled  bear; 
Behind  him  moves  majestically  dull, 
The  pride  of  Hockley-hole,  the  surly  bull : 
Learn  hence  the  periods  of  the  week  to  name, 
Mondays  and  Thursdays  are  the  days  of  game. 

When  fishy  stalls  with  double  store  are  laid  ; 
The  golden-beliied  carp,  the  broad  finn'd  maid, 
Red-speckled  trouts,  the  salmon's  silver  joul, 
The  jointed  lobster,  and  unsc&ly  sole, 
And  luscious  scallops  to  allure  the  tastes 
Of  rigid  zealots  to  delicious  fasts ; 
Wednesdays  and  Fridays  you'll  observe  from  hence, 
Days,  when  our  sires  were  doom'd  to  abstinence. 

When  dirty  waters  from  balconies  drop, 
And  dexterous  damsels  twirl  the  sprinkling  mop, 
And  cleanse  the  spatter'd  sash,  and  scrub  the  stairs; 
Know  Saturday's  conclusive  morn  appears. 

Successive  cries  the  season's  change  declare, 
And  mark  the  monthly  progress  of  the  year. 
Hark,  how  the  streets  with  treble  voices  ring, 
To  sell  the  bounteous  product  of  the  spring ! 
K 
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Sweet-smelling  Hovers,  and  elder's  early  bud, 
With  nettle's  tender  shoots,  to  cleanse  the  blood: 
And  when  June's  tbunder  cools  the  sultry  skies, 
Even  Sundays  are  profan'd  by  mackerel  cries. 

Walnuts  the  fruit'rer's  hand,  in  autumn,  stain, 
Blue  plumbs  and  juicy  pears  augment  his  gain ; 
Next  oranges  the  longing  boys  entice, 
To  trust  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rosemary,  and  bays  the  poet's  crow«, 
Are  bawl'd  in  frequent  cries  through  all  the  town  ; 
Then  judge  the  festival  of  Christmas  near, 
Christmas  the  joyous  period  of  the  year. 
Now  with  bright  holly  all  your  temples  strow, 
With  laurel  green,  and  sacred  misletoe. 
Now,  heaven-born  Charity,  thy  blessings  shed, 
Bid  meagre  want  uprear  her  sickly  head: 
Bid  shivering  limbs  be  warm;  let  Plenty's  bowl 
In  humble  roofs  make  glad  the  needy  soul. 
See,  see,  the  heaven-born  maid  her  blessings  shed; 
Lo !  meagre  Want  uprears  her  sickly  head ; 
Cloth'd  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad, 
While  selfish  Avarice  alone  is  sad. 

Proud  coaches  pass  regardless  of  the  moan 
Of  infant  orphans,  and  the  widow's  groan; 
While  charity  still  moves  the  walker's  mind, 
His  lidiral  purse  relieves  the  lame  and  blind, 
Judiceusly  thy  half-pence  are  bestow'd, 
Where  the  laborious  beggar  sweeps  the  road. 
Whate'er  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand, 
Nor  let  old-age  long  stretch  his  palsied  hand ; 
Those  who  give  late  are  importun'd  each  day, 
And  still  are  teas'd  because  they  still  delay. 
If  e'er  the  miser  durst  his  farthings  spare, 
He  thinly  spreads  them  through  the  public  square, 
Where,  all  beside  the  rail,  rang'd  beggars  lie, 
And  from  each  other  catch  the  doleful  cry ; 
With  heaven,  for  two-pence,  cheaply  wipes  his  score, 
Lifts  up  his  eyes,  and  hastes  to  beggar  more. 

Where  the  brass  knocker,  wrapt  in  flannel  band, 
Forbids  the  thunder  of  the  footman's  hand : 
The  upholder,  rueful  harbinger  of  death, 
Waits  with  impatience  for  the  dying  breath, 
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As  vultures,  o'er  a  camp,  -with  hovering  flight, 
Snuff  up  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight. 
Here  canst  thou  pass,  unmindful  of  a  prayer, 
That  heaven  in  mercy  may  thy  brother  spare  1 

Come,  F  *  *  *  sincere,  experienc'd  friend, 
Thy  briefs,  thy  deeds,  and  e'en  thy  fees  suspend ; 
Come,  let  us  leave  the  Temple's  silent  walls, 
Me  business  to  my  distant  lodging  calls  : 
Through  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  stray  : 
With  thee  conversing  I  forget  the  way. 
Behold  that  narrow  street  which  steep  descends. 
Whose  building  to  the  slimy  shore  extends  ; 
Here  Arundel's  fam'd  structure  rear'd  its  frame, 
The  street  alone  retains  the  empty  name  : 
Where  Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvas  warm'd, 
And  Raphael's  fair  design,  with  judgment,  charm 'd, 
Now  hangs  the  bell  man's  song,  and  pasted  here 
The  colour' d  prints  of  Overton  appear. 
Where  statues  breath'd,  the  work  of  Phidias'  hands, 
A  wooden  pump,  or  lonely  watch-house  stands. 
There  Essex'  stately  pile  adorn'd  the  shore, 

There  Cecil's,  Bedford's,  Tillers'  now  no  more. 

Yet  Burlington's  fair  palace  still  remains ; 

Beauty  within,  without  proportion  reigns. 

Beneath  his  eye  declining  art  revives, 

The  wall  with  animated  picture  lives; 

There  Handel  strikes  the  strings,  the  melting  strain 

Transports  the  soul,  and  thrills  through  every  vein ; 

There  oft  I  enter  (but  with  cleaner  shoes), 

For  Burlington's  belov'd  by  every  muse. 
O  ye  associate  walkers,  O  my  friends, 

Upon  your  state  what  happiness  attends ! 

What,  though  no  coach  to  frequent  visit  rolls, 

Nor  for  your  shilling  chairmen  sling  their  poles, 

Yet  still  your  nerves  rheumatic  pains  defy, 

Nor  lazy  jaundice  dulls  your  saffron  eye: 

No  wasting  cough  discharges  sounds  of  death, 

Nor  wheezing  asthma  heaves  in  vain  for  breath ; 

Nor  from  your  restless  couch  is  heard  the  groan 

Of  burning  gout,  or  sedentary  stone. 

Let  others  in  the  jolting  coach  confide, 

Or  in  the  leaky  boat  the  Thames  divide  ; 
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Or,  box.'d  within  the  chair,  contemn  the  street, 
And  trust  their  safety  to  another's  feet, 
Still  let  me  walk;  for  oft  the  sudden  gale 
Ruffles  the  tide,  and  shifts  the  dangerous  sail. 
Then  shall  the  passenger  too  late  deplore 
The  whelming  billow,  and  the  faithless  oar  ; 
The  drunken  chairman  in  the  kennel  spurns, 
The  glasses  shatters,  and  his  charge  o'erturns. 
Who  can  recount  the  coach's  various  harms, 
The  legs  disjointed,  and  the  broken  arms? 

I  've  seen  a  beau,  in  some  ill-fated  hour, 
When  o'er  the  stones  chok'd  kennels  swell  the  shower , 
In  gilded  chariot  loll;  he  with  disdain 
Views  spatter'd  passengers  all  drench'd  in  rain. 
With  mud  fill'd  high,  the  rumbling  cart  draws  near, 
Now  rule  th}T  prancing  steeds,  lac'd  charioteer  ; 
The  dust-man  lashes  on  with  spiteful  rage, 
His  ponderous  spokes  thy  painted  wheel  engage, 
Crush'd  is  thy  pride,  down  falls  the  shrieking  beau, 
The  slabby  pavement  crystal  fragments  strow, 
Black  floods  of  mire  th'  embroider'd  coat  disgrace, 
And  mud  enwraps  the  honours  of  his  face. 
So  when  dread  Jove  the  son  of  Phoebus  hurl'd, 
Scar'd  with  dark  thunder,  to  the  nether  world, 
The  headstrong  coursers  tore  the  silver  reins, 
And  the  sun's  beamy  ruin  gilds  the  plains. 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  with  weakening  ills, 
His  sickly  hand  is  stor'd  with  friendly  bills ; 
From  hence  he  learns  the  seventh-born  doctor's  fame, 
From  hence  he  learns  the  cheapest  tailor's  name. 

Shall  the  large  mutton  smoke  upon  your  boards  1 
Such,  Newgate's  copious  market  best  affords. 
Wouldst  thou  with  mighty  beef  augment  thy  meal  ? 
Seek  Leaden-hall;  St.  James's  sends  the  veal; 
Thames-street  gives  cheeses  ;  Covent-garden  fruits ; 
Moor- field  old  books;  and  Monmouth  street  old  suits. 
Hence  mayst  thou  well  supply  the  wants  of  life, 
Support  thy  family,  and  clothe  thy  wife. 

Volumes,  on  shelter'd  stalls  expanded  lie, 
And  various  science  lures  the  learned  eye ; 
The  bending  shelves  with  ponderous  scholiasts  groan, 
And  deep  divines  to  modern  shops  unknown. 
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Here,  like  the  bee,  that  on  industrious  wing 
Collects  the  various  odours  of  the  spring, 
Walkers,  at  leisure,  learning's  flowers  may  spol'l, 
Nor  watch  the  wasting  of  the  midnight  oil, 
May  morals  snatch  from  Plutarch's  tatter'd  page, 
A  mildew'd  Bacon,  or  Stagyra's  sage. 
Here  saunt'ring  'prentices  o'er  Otway  weep, 
O'er  Congreve  smile,  or  over  D  *  *  sleep ; 
Pleas'd  sempstresses  the  Lock's  fam'd  Rape  unfold, 
AndiJquirts*  read  Garth,  'till  apozems  grow  cold. 

O  Lintot,  let  my  labours  obvious  lie, 
Rang'd  on  thy  stall,  for  every  curious  eye; 
So  shall  the  poor  these  precepts  gratis  know, 
And  to  my  verse  their  future  safeties  owe. 
What  walker  shall  his  mean  ambition  fix 
On  the  false  lustre  of  a  coach  and  six  ? 
Let  the  vain  virgin,  lur'd  by  glaring  show, 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  the  embroider'd  beau. 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  its  braces  swing, 
With  Flanders'  mares,  and  on  an  arched  spring! 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place, 
Betray'd  his  sister  to  a  lewd  embrace. 
This  coach  that  with  the  blazon'd  'scutcheon  glows, 
Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  shews. 
Here  the  brib'd  lawyer,  sunk  in  velvet,  sleeps  ; 
The  starving  orphan,  as  he  passes,  weeps; 
There  flames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tinsell'd  slaves, 
Who  wastes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves. 
That  other,  with  a  clustering  train  behind, 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  sordid  mind. 
This  next  in  court  fidelity  excels, 
The  public  rifles,  and  his  country  sells. 
May  the  proud  chariot  never  be  my  fate, 
If  purchas'd  at  so  mean,  so  dear  a  rate; 
O  rather  give  me  sweet  content  on  foot, 
Wrapt  in  my  virtue,  and  a  good  Surtout! 

*    The  name  of  an  apothecary's  boy,  in  the  poem  of  the  Dis- 
pensary. 
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Of  Walking  the  Streets  by  Night. 

O  Trivia,  goddess,  leave  these  low  abodes, 
And  traverse  o'er  the  wide  ethereal  roads, 
Celestial  queen,  put  on  thy  robes  of  light, 
Now  Cynthia  nam'd,  fair  regent  of  the  night. 
At  sight  of  thee  the  villain  sheathes  his  sword, 
Nor  scales  the  wall,  to  steal  the  wealthy  hoard. 
O  may  thy  silver  lamp  from  heaven's  high  bcwer 
Direct  my  footsteps  in  the  midnight  hour ! 
When  night  first  bids  the  twinkling  stars  appear, 
Or  with  her  cloudy  vest  enwraps  the  air. 
Then  swarms  the  busy  street ;  with  caution  tread 
Where  the  shop-windows  falling  threat  thy  head ! 
Now  labourers  home  return,  and  join  their  strength 
To  bear  the  tottering  plank,  or  ladder's  length  ; 
Still  fix  thy  eyes  intent  upon  the  throng, 
And  as  the  passes  open,  wind  along. 

Where  the  fair  columns  of  St.  Clement  stand, 
Whose  straiten'd  bounds  encroach  upon  the  Strand; 
Where  the  low  pent-house  bows  the  walker's  head, 
And  the  rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding  tread ; 
Where  not  a  post  protects  the  narrow  space, 
And  strung  in  twines,  combs  dangle  in  thy  face ; 
Summon  at  once  thy  courage,  rouse  thy  care, 
Stand  firm, look  back,  be  resolute,  beware; 
Forth  issuing  from  steep  lanes,  the  collier's  steeds 
Drag  the  black  load ;  another  cart  succeeds, 
Team  follows  team,  crowds  heap'd  on  crowds  appear, 
And  wait  impatient,  till  the  road  grow  clear. 
Now  all  the  pavement  sounds  with  trampling  feet, 
And  the  mix'd  hurry  barricades  the  street; 
Entangled  here,  the  waggon's  lengthen'd  team 
Cracks  the  tough  harness ;  here  a  ponderous  beam 
Lies  overturn'd  athwart ;  for  slaughter  fed 
Here  lowing  bullocks  raise  their  horned  head. 
Now  oaths  grow  loud,  with  coaches  coaches  jar, 
And  the  smart  blow  provokes  the  sturdy  war; 
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From  the  high  box  they  whirl  the  thong  around, 
And  with  the  twining  lash  their  shins  resound: 
Their  rage  ferments, more  dangerous  wounds  they  try, 
And  the  blood  gushes  down  their  painful  eye, 
And  now  on  foot  the  frowning  warriors  light, 
And  with  their  ponderous  fists  renew  the  fight : 
Blow  answers  blow,  their  cheeks  are  smear'd  with 

blood, 
Till  down  they  fall,  and  grappling  roll  in  mud. 
So  when  two  boars,  in  wild  Ytene*  bred, 
Or  on  Westphalia's  fattening  chesuuts  fed, 
Gnash  their  sharp  tusks,  and  rous'd  with  equal  fire, 
Dispute  the  reign  of  some  luxurious  mire; 
In  the  black  flood  they  wallow  o'er  and  o'er, 
Till  their  arm'd  jaws  distil  with  foam  and  gore. 
Where  the  mob  gathers,  swiftly  shoot  along, 
Nor  idly  mingle  in  the  noisy  throng. 
Lur'd  by  the  silver  hilt,  amid  the  swarm, 
The  subtle  artist  will  thy  side  disarm. 
^Nor  is  the  flaxen  wig  with  safety  worn  : 
High  on  the  shoulder  in  a  basket  borne, 
Lurks  the  sly  boy ;  whose  hand,  to  rapine  bred, 
Plucks  off  the  curling  honours  of  thy  head. 
Here  dives  the  skulking  thief,  with  practis'd  slight, 
And  unfelt  fingers  make  thy  pocket  light. 
Where's  now  thy  watch,  with  all  its  trinkets,  flown? 
And  thy  late  snuff-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
But  lo !  his  bolder  thefts  some  tradesman  spies, 
Swift  from  his  prey  the  scudding  lurcher  flies; 
Dext'rous  he  'scapes  the  coach  with  nimble  bounds, 
Whilst  every  honest  tongue  '  Stop  thief  resounds. 
So  speeds  the  wily  fox,  alarm'd  by  fear, 
Who  lately  filch'd  the  turkey's  callow  care  ; 
Hounds  following  hounds,  grow  louder  as  he  flies, 
And  injur'd  tenants  join  the  hunter's  cries. 
Breathless  he  stumbling  falls:  ill-fated  boy  ! 
Why  did  not  honest  work  thy  youth  employ  ? 
Seiz'd  by  rough  hands,  he  's  dragg'd  amid  the  rout, 
And  stretch'd  beneath  the  pump's  incessant  spout : 
Or  plung'd  in  miry  ponds,  he  gasping  lies, 
Mud  chokes  his  mouth,  and  plasters  o'er  his  eyes. 
*  New-  Forest  in  Hampshire,  anciently  so  called. 
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Let  not  the  ballad-singer's  shrilling  strain 
Amid  the  swarm  thy  listening  ear  detain : 
Guard  well  thy  pocket;  for  these  syrens  stand, 
To  aid  the  labours  of  the  diving  hand ; 
Confederate  in  the  cheat,  they  draw  the  throng, 
And  cambric  handkerchiefs  reward  the  song. 
But  soon  as  coach  or  cart  drives  rattling  on, 
The  rabble  part,  in  shoals  they  backward  run. 
So  Jove's  loud  bolts  the  mingled  war  divide, 
And  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  either  side. 

If  the  rude  throng  pour  on  with  furious  pace, 
And  hap  to  break  thee  from  a  friend's  embrace, 
Stop  short;  nor  struggle  through  the  crowd  in  vain, 
But  watch  with  careful  eye  the  passing  train. 
Yet  I  (perhaps  too  fond)  if  chance  the  tide 
Tumultuous,  bear  my  partner  from  my  side, 
Impatient  venture  back ;  despising  harm, 
I  force  my  passage  where  the  thickest  swarm. 
Thus  his  lost  bride  the  Trojan  sought  in  vain 
Through  night,  and  arms,  and  flames,  and  hills  of  slain. 
Thus  Nisus  wander'd  o'er  the  pathless  grove, 
To  find  the  brave  companion  of  his  love, 
The  pathless  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o'er: 
Euryalus,  alas !  is  now  no  more. 

That  walker,  who,  regardless  of  his  pace, 
Turns  oft  to  pore  upon  the  damsel's  face, 
From  side  to  side  by  thrusting  elbows  tost, 
Shall  strike  his  aching  breast  against  the  post; 
Or  water  dash'd  from  fishy  stalls  shall  stain 
His  hapless  coat  with  spirts  of  scaly  rain. 
But  if  unwarily  he  chance  to  stray, 
Where  twirling  turnstiles  intercept  the  way, 
The  thwarting  passenger  shall  force  them  round, 
And  beat  the  wretch  half  breathless  to  the  ground. 

Let  constant  vigilance  thy  footsteps  guide, 
And  wary  circumspection  guard  thy  side; 
Then  shalt  thou  walk  unharm'd  the  dangerous  night, 
Nor  need  th'  officious  link-boy's  smoky  light. 
Thou  never  wilt  attempt  to  cross  the  road, 
Where  ale-house  benches  rest  the  porter's  load, 
Grievous  to  heedless  shins;  no  barrow's  wheel, 
That  bruises  oft  the  truant  school-boy's  heel. 
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Behind  thee  rolling,  with  insidious  pace, 
Shall  mark  thy  stocking  -with  a  miry  trace. 
Let  not  thy  vent'rous  steps  approach  too  nigh, 
Where,  gaping  wide,  low  steepy  cellars  lie ; 
Should  thy  shoe  wrench  aside,  down,  down  you  fa31, 
And  overturn  the  scolding  huckster's  stall, 
The  scolding  huckster  shall  not  o'er  thee  moan, 
But  pence  exact  for  nuts  and  pears  o'erthrown. 

Though  you  through  cleanlier  alleys  wind  by  day, 
To  shun  the  hurries  of  the  public  way, 
Yet  ne'er  to  those  dark  paths  by  night  retire  ; 
Mind  only  safety  and  contemn  the  mire ; 
Then  no  impervious  courts  thy  haste  detain, 
Nor  sneering  ale-wives  bid  thee  turn  again. 

Where  Lincoln's- Inn,  wide  space,  is  rail'd  around, 
Cross  not  with  vent'rous  steps  ;  there  oft  is  found 
The  lurking  thief,  who,  while  the  day-light  shone, 
Made  the  walls  echo  with  his  begging  tone ; 
That  crutch,  which  late  compassion  mov'd,  shall  wound 
Thy  bleeding  head,  and  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 
Though  thou  art  tempted  by  the  link-man's  call, 
Yet  trust  him  not  along  the  lonely  wall; 
In  the  midway  he'll  quench  the  flaming  brand, 
And  share  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  band. 
Still  keep  the  public  streets,  where  oily  rays 
Shot  from  the  crystal  lamp,  o'erspread  the  ways. 

Happy  Augusta!  law-defended  town! 
Here  no  dark  lanterns  shade  the  villain's  frown ; 
No  Spanish  jealousies  thy  lanes  infest, 
Nor  Roman  vengeance  stabs  th'  unwary  breast ; 
Here  tyranny  ne'er  lifts  her  purple  hand, 
But  liberty  and  justice  guard  the  land ; 
No  bravoes  here  profess  the  bloody  trade, 
Nor  is  the  church  the  murderer's  refuge  made. 

Let  not  the  chairman  with  assuming  stride, 
Press  near  the  wall,  and  rudely  thrust  thy  side  ; 
The  laws  have  set  him  bounds  ;  his  servile  feet 
Should  ne'er  encroach  where  posts  defend  the  street. 
Yet  who  the  footman's  arrogance  can  quell, 
Whose  flambeau  gilds  the  sashes  of  Pall-mall, 
When  in  long  rank  a  train  of  torches  flame, 
To  light  the  midnight  visits  of  the  dame  1 
K  2 
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Others,  perhaps,  by  happier  guidance  led, 
May  where  the  chairman  rests  with  safety  tread; 
Whene'er  I  pass,  their  polos  unseen  below, 
Make  my  knee  tremble  with  the  jarring  blow. 

If  wheels  bar  up  the  road  where  streets  are  crost, 
With  gentle  words  the  coachman's  ear  accost : 
He  ne'er  the  threat,  or  harsh  command  obeys, 
But  with  contempt  the  spatter'd  shoe  surveys. 
Now  man  with  utmost  fortitude  thy  soul, 
To  cross  the  way  where  carts  and  coaches  roll: 
Yet  do  not  in  thy  hardy  skill  confide, 
Nor  rashly  risk  the  kennel's  spacious  stride ; 
Stay  till  afar  the  distant  wheel  you  hear, 
Like  dying  thunder  in  the  breaking  air; 
Thy  foot  will  slide  upon  the  miry  stone, 
And  passing  coaches  crush  thy  tortur'd  bone, 
Or  wheels  enclose  the  road ;  on  either  hand 
Pent  round  with  perils,  in  the  midst  you  stand, 
And  call  for  aid  in  vain;  the  coachman  swears, 
And  carmen  drive,  unmindful  of  thy  prayers. 
Where  wilt  thou  turn?  ah!  whither  wilt  thou  fly  ? 
On  every  side  the  pressing  spokes  are  nigh. 
So  sailors,  while  Charybdis'  gulf  they  shun, 
Amaz'd,on  Scylla's  craggy  dangers  run. 

Be  sure  observe  where  brown  Ostrea  stands, 
Who  boasts  her  shelly  ware  from  Walfieet  sands  ; 
There  may'st  thou  pass  with  safe  unmiry  feet, 
Where  the  rais'd  pavement  leads  athwart  the  street. 
If  where  Fleet-ditch  with  muddy  current  flows, 
You  chance  to  roam  ;  where  oyster  tubs  in  rows 
Are  rang'd  beside  the  posts  ;  there  stay  thy  haste, 
And  with  the  savoury  fish  indulge  thy  taste  : 
The  damsel's  knife  the  gaping  shell  commands, 
While  the  salt  liquor  streams  between  her  hands. 

The  man  had  sure  a  palate  cover'd  o'er 
With  brass  or  steel,  that  on  the  rocky  shore 
First  broke  the  oozy  oyster's  pearly  coat, 
And  risk'd  the  living  morsel  down  his  throat. 
What  will  not  luxury  taste  1  earth,  sea,  and  air 
Are  daily  ransack'd  for  the  bill  of  fare. 
Blood  stuff'd  in  skins  is  British  Christians'  food, 
And  France  robs  marshes  of  the  croaking  brood ; 


BOOK  III.  219 

Spongy  morels  in  strong  ragouts  are  found, 
And  in  the  soup  the  slimy  snail  is  drown'd. 

When  from  high  spouts  the  dashing  torrents  fall, 
Ever  be  watchful  to  maintain  the  wall; 
For  should'st  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  rushing  throng 
Will  with  impetuous  fury  drive  along; 
All  press  to  gain  those  honours  thou  hast  lost, 
And  rudely  shove  thee  far  without  the  post. 
Then  to  retrieve  the  shed  you  strive  in  vain, 
Draggled  all  o'er,  and  soak'd  in  floods  of  rain. 
Yet  rather  bear  the  shower,  and  toils  of  mud, 
Than  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  risk  thy  blood. 
O  think  on  CEdipus'  detested  state, 
And  by  his  woes  be  warn'd  to  shun  his  fate. 

Where  three  roads  join 'd,  he  met  his  sire  unknown  ; 
( Unhappy  sire,  but  more  unhappy  son !) 
Each  claim'd  the  way,  their  swords  the  strife  decide, 
The  hoary  monarch  fell,  he  groan'd  and  died! 
Hence  sprung  the  fatal  plague  that  thinn'd  thy  reign, 
Thy  cursed  incest !  and  thy  children  slain ! 
Hence  wert  thou  doom'd  in  endless  night  to  stray 
Through  Theban  streets,  and  cheerless  grope  thy  way. 
Contemplate,  mortal,  on  thy  fleeting  years; 

See,  with  black  train  the  funeral  pomp  appears  : 

Whether  some  heir  attends  in  sable  state, 

And  mourns  with  outward  grief  a  parent's  fate ; 

Or  the  fair  virgin,  nipt  in  beauty's  bloom, 

A  crowd  of  lovers  follow  to  her  tomb. 

Why  is  the  hearse  with  scutcheons  blazon'd  round, 

And  with  the  nodding  plume  of  ostrich  crown'd  ? 

No :  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain  ; 

It  only  serves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 

How  short  is  life !  how  frail  is  human  trust ! 

Is  all  this  pomp  for  laying  dust  to  dust? 

Where  the  nail'd  hoop  defends  the  painted  stall, 

Brush  not  thy  sweeping  skirt  too  near  the  wall ; 

Thy  heedless  sleeve  will  drink  the  colour'd  oil, 

And  spot  indelible  thy  pocket  soil. 

Has  not  wise  nature  strung  the  legs  and  feet 

With  firmest  nerves,  design'd  to  walk  the  street  ? 

Has  she  not  given  us  hands  to  grope  aright, 

Amidst  the  frequent  dangers  of  the  night? 
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And  think'st  thou  not  the  double  nostril  meant 
To  warn  from  oily  woes  by  previous  scent? 

*  Who  can  the  various  city  frauds  recite, 
With  all  the  petty  rapines  of  the  night? 
Who  now  the  guinea-dropper's  bait  regards, 
Trick' d  by  the  sharper's  dice,  or  juggler's  cards? 
Why  should  I  warn  thee  ne'er  to  join  the  fray, 
Where  the  sham  quarrel  interrupts  the  way? 
Lives  therein  these  our  days  so  soft  a  clown, 
Brav'd  by  the  bully's  oaths  or  threatening  frown  ; 
I  need  not  strict  enjoin  the  pocket's  care, 
When  from  the  crowded  play  thou  lead'st  the  fair ; 
Who  has  not  here,  or  watch,  or  snuff-box  lost, 
Or  handkerchiefs  that  India's  shuttle  boast? 

O  !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  through  the  roads 
Of  Drury's  mazy  courts,  and  dark  abodes. 
The  harlots'  guileful  paths,  who  nightly  stand, 
Where  Katharine-street  descends  into  the  Strand. 
Say,  vagrant  muse,  their  wiles  and  subtle  arts, 
To  lure  the  strangers'  unsuspecting  hearts  : 
So  shall  our  youth  on  healthful  sinews  tread, 
And  city  cheeks  grow  warm  with  rural  red. 

'Tis  she  who  nightly  strolls  with  sauntering  pace, 
No  stubborn  stays  her  yielding  shape  embrace  ; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdry  ribands  glare, 
The  new-scour'd  manteau,  and  the  slattern  air; 
High-draggled  petticoats  her  travels  shew, 
And  hollow  cheeks  with  artful  blushes  glow  ; 
With  flattei-ing  sounds  she  soothes  the  credulous  ear 
My  noble  captain  !  charmer!  love  !  my  dear! 
In  riding-hood  near  tavern-doors  she  plies, 
Or  muffled  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes. 
With  empty  bandbox,  she  delights  to  range, 
And  feigns  a  distant  errand  from  the  'Change  ; 
Nay,  she  will  oft  the  Quaker's  hood  profane, 
And  trudge  demure  the  rounds  of  Drury-lane. 
She  darts  from  sarsnet  ambush  wily  leers, 
Twitches  thy  sleeve,  or  with  familiar  airs 
Her  fan  will  pat  thy  cheek;  these  snares  disdain, 
Nor  gaze  behind  thee  when  she  turns  again. 

*  Various  cheats  foruu-rly  in  practice.  - 
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I  knew  a  yeoman,  who  for  thirst  of  gain, 
To  the  great  city  drove  from  Devon's  plain 
His  numerous  lowing  herd;  his  herds  he  sold, 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  bagg'd  with  gold ; 
Drawn  by  a  fraudful  nymph,  he  gazed,  he  sigh'd; 
Unmindful  of  his  home,  and  distant  bride, 
She  leads  the  willing  victim  to  his  doom, 
Through  winding  alleys  to  her  cobweb  room, 
Thence  through  the  streets  he  reels,  from  post  to  post, 
Valiant  with  wine,  nor  knows  his  treasure  lost. 
The  vagrant  wretch  the  assembled  watchmen  spies, 
He  waves  his  hanger,  and  their  poles  defies ; 
Deep  in  the  round-house  pent  all  night  he  snores, 
And  the  next  morn  in  vain  his  fate  deplores. 

Ah  hapless  swain,  unus'd  to  pains  and  ills ! 
Canst  thou  forego  roast-beef  for  nauseous  pills  ? 
How  wilt  thou  lift  to  heaven  thy  eyes  and  hands, 
When  the  long  scroll  the  surgeon's  fees  demands ! 
Or  else  ( ye  gods  avert  that  worst  disgrace) 
Thy  ruin'd  nose  falls  level  with  thy  face, 
Then  shall  thy  wife  thy  loathsome  kiss  disdain, 
And  wholesome  neighbours  from  thy  mug  refrain. 

Yet  there  are  watchmen  who  with  friendly  light 
Will  teach  thy  reeling  steps  to  tread  aright; 
For  sixpence  will  support  thy  helpless  arm, 
And  home  conduct  thee,  safe  from  nightly  harm; 
But  if  they  shake  their  lanterns  from  afar 
To  call  their  brethren  to  confederate  war, 
When  rakes  resist  their  power ;  if  hapless  you 
Should  chance  to  wander  with  the  scouring  crew  ; 
Though  fortune  lead  thee  captive,  ne'er  despair, 
But  seek  the  constable's  considerate  ear ; 
He  will  reverse  the  watchman's  harsh  decree, 
Mov'd  by  the  rhetoric  of  a  silver  fee. 
Thus,  would  you  gain  some  favourite  courtier's 

word, 
Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  lord. 

Now  is  the  time  that  rakes  their  revels  keep : 
Kindlers  of  riot,  enemies  of  sleep. 
His  scatter'd  pence  the  flying  Nicker*  flings, 
And  with  the  copper  shower  the  casement  rings. 
*  Gentlemen  who  delighted  to  break  windows  with  half-peuce. 
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Who  has  not  heard  the  Scourer's  midnight  fame  ? 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  hourly  rounds, 
Safe  from  their  blows,  or  new-invented  wounds? 
I  pass  their  desperate  deeds,  and  mischiefs  done 
Where  from  Snow-hill  black  steepy  torrents  run  ; 
How  matrons  hoop'd  within  the  hogshead's  womb, 
Were  tumbled  furious  thence;  the  rolling  tomb 
O'er  the  stones  thunders,  bounds  from  side  to  side  ; 
So  Regulus  to  save  his  country  died. 

Where  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  lantern  throws 
O'er  the  mid  pavement,  heapy  rubbish  grows ; 
Or  arching  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extend, 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common-shores  descend. 
Oft  by  the  winds  extinct  the  signal  lies, 
Or  smother'd  in  the  glimmering  socket  dies, 
Ere  night  has  half-roll'd  round  her  ebon  throne ; 
In  the  wide  gulf  the  shatter'd  coach  o'erthrown 
Sinks  with  the  snorting  steeds:  the  reins  are  broke, 
And  from  the  crackling  axle  flies  the  spoke. 
So  when  fam'd  Eddystone's  far  shooting  ray, 
That  led  the  sailor  through  the  stormy  way, 
Was  from  its  rocky  routs  by  billows  torn, 
And  the  high  turret  in  the  whirlwind  borne, 
Fleets  bulg'd  their  sides  against  the  craggy  land, 
And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  strand.         [steed, 
Who  then  through  night  would  hire  the  harness'd 
And  who  would  choose  the  rattling  wheel  for  speed  ? 
But  hark !    distress  with  screaming  voice  draws 
nigher, 
And  wakes  the  slumbering  street  with  cries  of  fire . 
At  first  a  glowing  red  enwraps  the  skies, 
And  borne  by  winds  the  scattering  sparks  arise: 
From  beam  to  beam  the  fierce  contagion  spreads; 
The  spiry  flames  now  lift  aloft  their  heads, 
Through  the  burst  sash  a  blazing  deluge  pours, 
And  splitting  tiles  descend  in  rattling  showers. 
Now  with  thick  clouds  the  enlighten'd  pavement 

swarms, 
The  fire-man  sweats  beneath  his  crooked  arms, 
A  leathern  cask  his  vent'rous  head  defends, 
Boldly  he  climbs  where  thickest  smoke  ascends; 
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Mov'd  by  the  mother's  streaming  eyes  and  prayers, 
The  helpless  infant  through  the  flame  he  bears, 
With  no  less  virtue,  than  through  hostile  lire 
The  Dardan  hero  bore  his  aged  sire. 
See  forceful  engines  spout  their  levell'd  streams, 
To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams ; 
The  grappling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  the  smoky  ruin  falls. 
Blown  by  strung  winds  the  fiery  tempest  roars, 
Bears  down  new  walls,  and  pours  along  the  floors; 
The  heavens  are  all  a-blaze,  the  face  of  night 
Is  cover' d  with  a  sanguine  dreadful  light : 
'Twas  such  a  light  involv'd  thy  tower,  O  Rome, 
The  dire  presage  of  mighty  Caesar's  doom, 
When  the  sun  veil'd  in  rust  his  mourning  head, 
And  frightful  prodigies  the  skies  o'erspread. 
Hark!  the  drum  thunders  !  far,  ye  crowds,  retire, 
Behold  !  the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire, 
The  nitrous  store  is  laid,  the  smutty  train 
With  running  blaze  awakes  the  barrell'd  grain  ; 
Flames  sudden  wrap  the  walls ;  with  sullen  sound 
The  shatter'd  pile  sinks  on  the  smoky  ground. 
So  when  the  year  shall  have  revolv'd  the  date, 
The  inevitable  hour  of  Naples'  fate, 
Her  sapp'd  foundations  shall  with  thunder  shake, 
And  heave  and  toss  upon  the  sulphurous  lake; 
Earth's  womb  at  once  the  fiery  flood  shall  rend, 
And  in  the  abyss  her  plunging  towers  descend. 
Consider,  reader,  what  fatigues  I've  known, 
The  toils,  the  perils  of  the  wintry  town : 
What  riots  seen,  what  bustling  crowds  I  bot'd, 
How  oft  I  cross'd  where  carts  and  coaches  roar'd; 
Yet  shall  I  bless  my  labours,  if  mankind 
Their  future  safety  from  my  dangers  find. 
Thus  the  bold  traveller  (inur'd  to  toil, 
Whose  steps  have  printed  Asia's  desert  soil, 
The  barbarous  Arab's  haunt ;  or  shivering  crost 
Dark  Greenland's  mountains  of  eternal  frost; 
Whom  Providence  in  length  of  years  restores 
To  the  wish'd  harbour  of  his  native  shores) ; 
Sets  forth  his  journals  to  the  public  view, 
To  caution,  by  his  woes,  the  wandering  crew. 
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And  now  complete  my  generous  labours  lie, 
Finish'd,  and  ripe  for  Immortality. 
Death  shall  entomb  in  dust  this  mouldering  frame, 
But  never  reach  the  eternal  part,  my  fame. 
When  W  *  and  G  *  *,  mighty  names,  are  dead; 
Or  but  at  Chelsea  under  custards  read: 
When  critics  crazy  bandboxes  repair, 
And  tragedies,  turn'd  rockets,  bounce  in  air: 
High  rais'd  on  Fleet-street  posts,  consign 'd  to  fame, 
This  work  shall  shine,  and  walkers  bless  my  name. 
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'Twas  when  the  seas  were  roaring 

With  hollow  blasts  of  wind ; 
A  damsel  lay  deploring, 

All  on  a  rock  reclin'd. 
Wide  o'er  the  roaring  billows 

She  cast  a  wistful  look  ; 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  willows, 

That  tremble  o'er  the  brook. 
II. 
Twelve  months  are  gone  and  over, 

And  nine  long  tedious  days, 
Why  didst  thou,  vent'rous  lover, 

Why  didst  thou  trust  the  seas? 
Cease,  cease,  thou  cruel  ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  rest : 
Ah !  what 's  thy  troubled  motion 

T©  that  within  my  breast1? 
III. 
The  merchant  robb'd  of  pleasure, 

Sees  tempests  in  despair; 
But  what 's  the  loss  of  treasure 

To  losing  of  my  dear? 
Should  you  some  coast  be  laid  on 

Where  gold  and  diamonds  grow, 
You'd  find  a  richer  maiden, 

But  none  that  loves  you  so. 
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IV. 

How  can  they  say  that  nature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain  ; 
Why  then  beneath  the  water 

Should  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 
No  eyes  the  rocks  discover, 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep, 
To  wreck  the  wandering  lover, 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep. 
V. 
All  melancholy  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  she  for  her  dear ; 
Repaid  each  blast  with  sighing, 

Each  billow  with  a  tear; 
When,  o'er  the  white  wave  stooping, 

His  floating  corpse  she  spied ; 
Then  like  a  lily  drooping, 

She  bow'd  her  head  and  died. 

SWEET  WILLIAM'S  FAREWELL 
TO  BLACK-EYED  SUSAN. 

A    BALLAD. 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moor'd, 

The  streamers  waving  in  the  wind, 
When  black-eyed  Susan  came  on  board, 
Oh!  where  shall  I  my  true  love  find ! 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  me  true, 
If  my  sweet  William  sails  among  the  crew. 

II. 
William,  who  high  upon  the  yard, 

Rock'd  with  the  billows  to  and  fro, 
Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  heard 
He  sigh'd  and  cast  his  eyes  below : 
The  cord  slides  swiftly  through  his  glowing  hands, 
And  (quick  as  lightning)  on  the  deck  he  stands. 
III. 
So  the  sweet  lark,  high-pois'd  in  air, 

Shuts  close  his  pinions  to  his  breast 
(If,  chance,  his  mate's  shrill  call  he  hear), 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  nest. 
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The  noblest  captain  in  the  British  fleet, 
Might  enyy  William's  lips  those  kisses  sweet. 

IV. 

O  Susan,  Susan,  lovely  dear, 

My  vows  shall  ever  true  remain ; 
Let  me  kiss  off  that  falling  tear, 
We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change,  as  ye  list,  ye  winds;  my  heart  shall  be 
The  faithful  compass  that  still  points  to  thee. 

V. 

Believe  not  what  the  landmen  say, 
'  Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  constant  mind: 
They  '11  tell  thee,  sailors,  when  away, 
In  every  port  a  mistress  find. 
Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  so, 
For  thou  art  present  wheresoe'er  I  go. 

VI. 

If  to  far  India's  coast  we  sail, 

Thy  eyes  are  seen  in  diamonds  bright, 
Thy  breath  is  Afric's  spicy  gale, 
Thy  skin  is  ivory,  so  white. 
Thus  every  beauteous  object  that  I  view, 
Wakes  in  my  soul  some  charms  of  lovely  Sue. 

VII. 
Though  battle  calls  me  from  thy  arms, 

Let  not  my  pretty  Susan  mourn; 
Though  cannons  roar,  yet  safe  from  harms, 
William  shall  to  his  dear  return. 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  round  me  fly, 
Lest  precious  tears  should  drop  from  Susan's  eye. 

VIII. 

The  Boatswain  gave  the  dreadful  word, 

The  sails  their  swelling  bosoms  spread, 
No  longer  must  she  stay  aboard: 
They  kissM,  she  sigh'd,  he  hung  his  head; 
Her  less'ning  boat,  unwilling,  rows  to  land: 
Adieu,  she  cries!  and  wav'd  her  lily  hand. 
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EPISTLE  TO  THE  READER. 

Authors,  you  know,  of  greatest  fame, 

Through  modesty  suppress  their  name; 

And  would  you  wish  me  to  reveal 

What  these  superior  wits  conceal  ? 

Forego  the  search,  my  curious  friend, 

And  husband  time  to  better  end. 

All  my  ambition  is,  I  own, 

To  profit  and  to  please  unknown ; 

Like  streams  supply'd  from  springs  below, 

Which  scatter  blessings  as  they  flow. 

Were  you  diseas'd,  or  press'd  with  pain, 
Straight  you'd  apply  to  Warwick-lane  ;* 
The  thoughtful  doctor  feels  your  pulse 
( No  matter  whether  Mead  or  Hulse), 
Writes — Arabic  to  you  and  me, — 
Then  signs  his  hand,  and  takes  his  fee. 
Now,  should  the  sage  omit  his  name, 
Would  not  the  cure  remain  the  same  T 
Not  but  physicians  sign  their  bill, 
Or  when  they  cure,  or  when  they  kill. 

'Tis  often  known  the  mental  race 
Their  fond  ambitious  sires  disgrace. 
Dar'd  I  avow  a  parent's  claim, 
Critics  might  sneer,  and  friends  might  blame. 
This  dang'rous  secret  let  me  hide, 
I'll  tell  you  every  thing  beside. 
Not  that  it  boots  the  world  a  tittle, 
Whether  the  author 's  big  or  little ; 
Or  whether  fair,  or  black,  or  brown ; 
No  writer's  hue  concerns  the  town. 

I  pass  the  silent  rural  hour, 
No  slave  to  wealth,  no  tool  to  pow'r. 
*  College  of  Physicians. 
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My  mansion  's  warm,  and  very  neat ; 
You  'd  say  a  pretty  snug  retreat. 
My  rooms  no  costly  paintings  grace, 
The  humbler  print  supplies  their  place. 
Behind  the  house  my  garden  lies, 
And  opens  to  the  southern  skies  : 
The  distant  hills  gay  prospects  yield, 
And  plenty  smiles  in  ev'ry  field. 

The  faithful  mastiff  is  my  guard, 
The  feather'd  tribes  adorn  my  yard; 
Alive  my  joy,  my  treat  when  dead, 
And  their  soft  plumes  improve  my  bed. 

My  cow  rewards  me  all  she  can 
(Brutes  leave  ingratitude  to  man), 
She,  daily  thankful  to  her  lord, 
Crowns  with  nectareous  sweets  my  board. 
Am  I  diseas'd? — the  cure  is  known, 
Her  sweeter  juices  mend  my  own. 

I  love  my  house,  and  seldom  roam, 
Few  visits  please  me  more  than  home. 
I  pity  that  unhappy  elf 
Who  loves  all  company  but  self, 
By  idle  passions  borne  away 
To  op'ra,  masquerade,  or  play ; 
Fond  of  those  hives  where  Folly  reigns, 
And  Britain's  peers  receive  her  chains; 
Where  the  pert  virgin  slights  a  name, 
And  scorns  to  redden  into  shame. 
But  know,  my  fair  (to  v/hom  belong 
The  poet  and  his  artless  song) 
When  female  cheeks  refuse  to  glow, 
Farewell  to  virtue  here  below. 
Our  sex  is  lost  to  every  rule, 
Our  sole  distinction,  knave  or  fool. 
'Tis  to  your  innocence  we  run  ; 
Save  us,  ye  fair,  or  we  're  undone; 
Maintain  your  modesty  and  station, 
So  women  shall  preserve  the  nation. 

Mothers,  'tis  said,  in  days  of  old 
Esteem'd  their  girls  more  choice  than  gold ; 
Too  well  a  daughter's  worth  they  knew, 
To  make  her  cheap  by  public  view 
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(Few,  who  their  diamonds'  value  weigh, 
Expose  those  diamonds  ev'ry  day)  : 
Then,  if  Sir  Plume  drew  near,  and  smil'd, 
The  parent  trembled  for  her  child: 
The  first  advance  alarm'd  her  breast; 
And  fancy  pictur'd  all  the  rest. 
But  now  no  mother  fears  a  foe, 
No  daughter  shudders  at  a  beau. 

Pleasure  is  all  the  reigning  theme, 
Our  noon-day  thought,  our  midnight  dream. 
In  Folly's  chase  our  youths  engage, 
And  shameless  crowds  of  tott'ring  age. 
The  die,  the  dance,  th' intemp'rate  bowl 
With  various  charms  engross  the  soul. 
Are  gold,  fame,  health,  the  terms  of  vice  ? 
The  frantic  tribes  shall  pay  the  price. 
But  though  to  ruin  post  they  run, 
They  '11  think  it  hard  to  be  undone. 

Do  not  arraign  my  want  of  taste, 
Or  sight  to  ken  where  joys  are  plac'd. 
They  widely  err,  who  think  me  blind, 
And  I  disclaim  a  Stoic's  mind. 
Like  yours  are  my  sensations  quite ; 
I  only  strive  to  feel  aright. 
My  joys,  like  streams,  glide  gently  by, 
Though  small  their  channel,  never  dry; 
Keep  a  still,  even,  fruitful  wave, 
And  bless  the  neighb'ring  meads  they  lave. 

My  fortune  (for  I'll  mention  all, 
And  more  than  you  dare  tell;  is  small ; 
Yet  ev'ry  friend  partakes  my  store, 
And  want  goes  smiling  from  my  door. 
Will  forty  shillings  warm  the  breast 
Of  worth  or  industry  distress'd  1 
This  sum  I  cheerfully  impart; 
'Tis  fourscore  pleasures  to  my  heart. 
And  you  may  make  by  means  like  these, 
Five  talents  ten,  whene'er  you  please. 
'Tis  true,  my  little  purse  grows  light; 
But  then  I  sleep  so  sweet  at  night ! 
This  grand  specific  will  prevail, 
When  all  the  doctor's  opiates  fail. 
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You  ask,  What  party  I  pursue? 
Perhaps  you  mean,  '  Whose  foul  are  you' 
The  names  of  party  I  detest, 
Badges  of  slavery  at  best! 
I've  too  much  grace  to  play  the  knave, 
And  too  much  pride  to  turn  a  slave. 

I  love  my  country  from  my  soul, 
And  grieve  when  knaves  or  fools  control. 
I  'm  pleas'd  when  vice  and  folly  smart, 
Or  at  the  gibbet  or  the  cart : 
Yet  always  pity,  where  I  can, 
Abhor  the  guilt,  but  mourn  the  man. 

Now  the  religion  of  your  Poet — 
Does  not  this  little  preface  shew  it? 
My  Visions  if  you  scan  with  care, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  you  '11  find  it  there. 
And  if  my  actions  suit  my  song, 
You  can't  in  conscience  think  me  wrong. 
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VISION   I. 

Slander. 
Inscribed  to  Miss  *  *  *  *. 
My  lovely  girl,  I  write  for  you; 
And  pray  believe  my  Visions  true; 
They  '11  form  your  mind  to  every  grace; 
They  '11  add  new  beauties  to  your  face: 
And  when  old  ".^e  impairs  your  prime, 
You  '11  triumph  o'er  the  spoils  of  time. 

Childhood  and  youth  engage  my  pen, 
'Tis  labour  lost  to  talk  to  men. 
Youth  may,  perhaps,  reform,  when  wrong, 
Age  will  not  listen  to  my  song. 
He  who  at  fifty  is  a  fool, 
Is  far  too  stubborn  grown  for  school. 

What  is  that  vice  which  still  prevails, 
When  almost  every  passion  fails, 
Which  with  our  very  dawn  begun, 
Nor  ends,  but  with  our  setting  sun; 
Which,  like  a  noxious  weed,  can  spoil 
The  fairest  flow 'is,  and  choke  the  soil'? 
'Tis  Slander, — and,  with  shame  I  own, 
The  vice  of  human-kind  alone. 

Be  Slander  then  my  leading  dream, 
Though  you  're  a  stranger  to  the  theme ; 
Tby  softer  breast,  and  honest  heart, 
Scorn  the  defamatory  art ; 
Thy  soul  asserts  her  native  skies, 
Nor  asks  Detraction's  wings  to  rise; 
In  foreign  spoils  let  others  shine, 
Intrinsic  excellence  is  thine. 
The  bird,  in  peacock's  plumes  who  shooe, 
Could  plead  no  merit  of  her  own : 
L 
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The  silly  theft  betray'd  her  pride, 
And  spoke  her  poverty  beside. 

Th'  insidious  sland'ring  thief  is  worse 
Than  the  poor  rogue  who  steals  your  purse. 
Say,  he  purloins  your  glitt'ring  store ; 
Who  takes  your  gold,  takes  '  trash' — no  more ; 
Perhaps  he  pilfers — to  be  fed — 
Ah!  guiltless  wretch,  who  steals  for  bread! 
But  the  dark  villain,  who  shall  aim 
To  blast,  my  fair,  thy  spotless  name, 
He  'd  steal  a  precious  gem  away, 
Steal  what  both  Indies  can't  repay ! 
Here  the  strong  pleas  of  want  are  vain, 
Or  the  more  impious  pleas  of  gain. 
No  sinking  family  to  save  ! 
No  gold  to  glut  th'  insatiate  knave! 

Improve  the  hint  of  Shakspeare's  tongue, 
'Twas  thus  immortal  *Shakspeare  sung. 
And  trust  the  bard's  unerring  rule, 
For  Nature  was  the  poet's  school. 

As  I  was  nodding  in  my  chair, 
I  saw  a  rueful  wild  appear : 
No  verdure  met  my  aching  sight, 
But  Hemlock,  and  cold  Aconite; 
Two  very  pois'nous  plants,  'tis  true. 
But  not  so  bad  as  vice  to  you. 

The  dreary  prospect  spread  around! 
Deep  snow  had  whiten'd  all  the  ground ! 
A  black  and  barren  mountain  nigh, 
ExposM  to  ev'ry  friendless  sky  ! 
Here  foul-mouth'd  Slander  lay  reclin'd, 
Her  snaky  tresses  hiss'd  behind  : 
'  +A  bloated  toad-stool  rais'd  her  head, 
The  plumes  of  ravens  were  her  bed :' 
She  fed  upon  the  viper's  brood, 
And  slak'd  her  impious  thirst  with  blood. 

The  rising  sun  and  western  ray 
Were  witness  to  her  distant  sway. 
The  tyrant  claim'd  a  mightier  host 
Than  the  proud  Persian  e'er  could  boast. 

*  Othello.'      '  f  Garth's  Dis'^ensa-ry. 
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No  conquest  grac'd  Darius'  son;* 
By  his  own  numbers  half  undone! 
Success  attended  Slander's  pow'r, 
She  reap'd  fresh  laurels  ev'ry  hour. 
Her  troops  a  deeper  scarlet  wore 
Than  ever  armies  knew  before. 

No  plea  diverts  the  fury's  rage. 
The  fury  spares  nor  sex  nor  age. 
Ev'n  Merit,  with  destructive  charms, 
Provokes  the  vengeance  of  her  arms. 

Whene'er  the  tyrant  sounds  to  war, 
Her  canker'd  trump  is  heard  afar. 
Pride,  with  a  heart  unknown  to  yield, 
Commands  in  chief,  and  guides  the  field. 
He  stalks  with  vast  gigantic  stride, 
And  scatters  fear  and  ruin  wide. 
So  the  impetuous  torrents  sweep 
At  once  whole  nations  to  the  deep. 

Revenge,  that  baset  Hesperian,  known 
A  chief  support  of  Slander's  throne, 
Amidst  the  bloody  crowd  is  seen, 
The  treach'ry  brooding  in  his  mien ; 
The  monster  often  changed  his  gait, 
But  march'd  resolv'd  and  fix'd  as  fate. 
Thus  the  fell  kite,  whom  hunger  stings, 
Now  slowly  moves  his  outstretch'd  wings; 
Now  swift  as  lightning  bears  away, 
And  darts  upon  his  trembling  prey. 

Envy  commands  a  secret  band, 
With  sword  and  poison  in  her  hand, 
Around  her  haggard  eye-balls  roll; 
A  thousand  fiends  possess  her  soul. 
The  artful,  unsuspected  spright 
With  fatal  aim  attacks  by  night. 
Her  troops  advance  with  silent  tread, 
And  stab  the  hero  in  his  bed ; 

*  Xerxes,  king  of  Persia,  and  son  of  Darius.  He  invaded 
Greece  with  an  array  consisting  of  more  than  a  million  of  men 
(some  say  more  than  two  millions),  who,  together  with  their 
cattle,  perished  in  great  measure  through  the  inability  of  the 
countries  to  supply  such  a  vast  host  with  provision. 

t  Hesperia  includes  Italy  as  well  as  Spain,  and  the  inhabitant* 
of  both  are  remarkable  for  their  revengeful  disposition. 
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Or  shoot  the  wing'd  malignant  lie, 
And  female  honours  pine  and  die. 
So  prowling  wolves,  when  darkness  reigns, 
Intent  on  murder  scour  the  plains; 
Approach  the  folds,  where  lambs  repose, 
Whose  guileless  breasts  suspect  no  foes; 
The  savage  gluts  his  fierce  desires, 
And  bleating  innocence  expires. 

Slander  smil'd  horribly,  to  view 
How  wide  her  daily  conquests  grew: 
Around  the  crowded  levees  wait, 
Like  oriental  slaves  of  state : 
Of  either  sex  whole  armies  press'd, 
But  chiefly  of  the  fair  and  best. 

Is  it  a  breach  of  friendship's  law 
To  say  what  female  friends  I  saw  ? 
Slander  assumes  the  idol's  part, 
And  claims  the  tribute  of  the  heart. 
The  best,  in  some  unguarded  hour, 
Have  bow'd  the  knee,  and  own'd  her  pow'r. 
Then  let  the  poet  not  reveal 
What  candour  wishes  to  conceal. 

If  I  beheld  some  faulty  fair, 
Much  worse  delinquents  crowded  there : 
Prelates  in  sacred  lawn  I  saw, 
Grave  physic,  and  loquacious  law  ; 
Courtiers,  like  summer  flies,  abound; 
And  hungry  poets  swarm  around. 
But  now  my  partial  story  ends, 
And  makes  my  females  full  amends. 

If  Albion's  isle  such  dreams  fulfils, 
'Tis  Albion's  isle  which  cures  these  ills ; 
Fertile  of  every  worth  and  grace, 
Which  warm  the  heart,  and  flush  the  face. 

Fancy  disclos'd  a  smiling  train 
Of  British  nymphs,  that  tripp'd  the  plain  : 
Good-nature  first,  a  sylvan  queen, 
Attir'd  in  robes  of  cheerful  green : 
A  fair  and  smiling  virgin  she ! 
With  ev'ry  charm  that  shines  in  thee. 
Prudence  assum'd  the  chief  command, 
And  bore  a  mirror  in  her  hand ; 


PLEASURE.  237 

Gray  was  the  matron's  head  by  age, 
Her  mind  by  long  experience  sage; 
Of  every  distant  ill  afraid, 
And  anxious  for  the  simp'ring  maid. 
The  Graces  danc'd  before  tbe  fair ; 
And  white-rob'd  Innocence  was  there. 
The  trees  with  golden  fruits  were  crown'd, 
And  rising  flow'rs  adorn'd  the  ground ; 
The  sun  display'd  each  brighter  ray, 
And  shone  in  all  the  pride  of  day. 

When  Slander  sicken'd  at  the  sight, 
And  skulk'd  away  to  shun  the  light. 

VISION  II. 

Pleasure. 

Hear,  ye  fair  mothers  of  our  isle, 

Nor  scorn  your  poet's  homely  style. 

What  though  my  thoughts  be  quaint  or  new, 

I  '11  warrant  that  my  doctrine's  true: 

Or  if  my  sentiments  be  old, 

Remember,  truth  is  sterling  gold, 

You  judge  it  of  important  weight, 
To  keep  your  rising  offspring  straight : 
For  this  such  anxious  moments  feel, 
And  ask  the  friendly  aids  of  steel : 
For  this  import  the  distant  cane, 
Or  slay  the  monarch  of  the  main. 
And  shall  the  soul  be  warp'd  aside 
By  passion,  prejudice,  and  pride? 
Deformity  of  heart  I  call 
The  worst  deformity  of  all. 
Your  cares  to  body  are  confin'd, 
Few  fear  obliquity  of  mind. 
Why  not  adorn  the  better  part? 
This  is  a  nobler  theme  for  art. 
For  what  is  form,  or  what  is  face, 
But  the  soul's  index,  or  its  case? 

Now  take  a  simile  at  hand, 
Compare  the  mental  soil  to  land. 
Shall  fields  be  till'd  with  annual  care, 
And  minds  lie  fallow  ev'ry  year? 
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O  since  the  crop  depends  on  yon, 
Give  them  the  culture  which  is  due : 
Hoe  every  weed,  and  dress  the  soil, 
So  harvest  shall  repay  your  toil. 

If  human  minds  resemble  trees 
(As  every  moralist  agrees), 
Prune  all  the  stragglers  of  your  vine, 
Then  shall  the  purple  clusters  shine. 
The  gard'ner  knows,  that  fruitful  life 
Demands  his  salutary  knife: 
For  ev'ry  wild  luxuriant  shoot, 
Or  robs  the  bloom,  or  starves  the  fruit. 

A  satirist*  in  Roman  times, 
When  Rome  like  Britain  groan'd  with  crimes, 
Asserts  it  for  a  sacred  truth, 
That  Pleasures  are  the  bane  of  youth  : 
That  sorrows  such  pursuits  attend, 
Or  such  pursuits  in  sorrows  end : 
That  all  the  wild  advent'rer  gains 
Are  perils,  penitence,  and  pains 

Approve,  ye  fair,  the  Roman  page, 
And  bid  your  sons  revere  the  sage; 
In  study  spend  their  midnight  oil, 
And  string  their  nerves  by  manly  toil. 
Thus  shall  they  grow  like  Temple  wise, 
Thus  future  Lockes  and  Newtons  rise ; 
Or  hardy  chiefs  to  wield  the  lance, 
And  save  us  from  the  chains  of  France. 
Yes,  bid  your  sons  betimes  forego 
Those  treach'rous  paths  where  Pleasures  grow; 
Where  the  young  mind  is  Folly's  slave, 
Where  every  virtue  finds  a  grave. 

Let  each  bright  character  be  nam'd, 
For  wisdom  or  for  valour  fam'd: 
Are  the  dear  youths  to  science  prone  ? 
Tell,  how  th'  immortal  Bacon  shone! 
Who,  leaving  meaner  joys  to  kings, 
Soar'd  high  on  contemplation's  wings; 
Rang'd  the  fair  fields  of  nature  o'er, 
Where  never  mortal  trod  before : 

*  Persius. 
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Bacon!  whose  vast  capacious  plan 
Bespoke  him  angel,  more  than  man  ! 

Does  love  of  martial  fame  inspire  ? 
Cherish,  ye  fair,  the  gen'rous  fire; 
Teach  them  to  spurn  inglorious  rest, 
And  rouse  the  hero  in  their  breast; 
Paint  Cressy's  vanquish'd  field  anew, 
Their  souk  shall  kindle  at  the  view ; 
Resolv'd  to  conquer  or  to  fall, 
When  Liberty  and  Britain  call. 
Thus  shall  they  rule  the  crimson  plain, 
Or  hurl  their  thunders  through  the  main ; 
Gain  with  their  blood,  nor  grudge  the  cost, 
What  their  degen'rate  sires  have  lost : 
The  laurel  thus  shall  grace  their  brow, 
As  Churchill's  once,  or  Warren's  now. 

One  summer's  evening  as  I  stray'd 
Along  the  silent  moon-light  glade, 
With  these  reflections  in  my  breast, 
Beneath  an  oak  I  sunk  to  rest; 
A  gentle  slumber  intervenes, 
And  fancy  dress'd  instructive  scenes. 

Methought  a  spacious  road  I  spy'd, 
And  stately  trees  adorn'd  its  side; 
Frequented  by  a  giddy  crowd 
Of  thoughtless  mortals,  vain  and  loud; 
Who  tripp'd  with  jocund  heel  along, 
And  bade  me  join  their  smiling  throng. 

I  straight  obey'd — Persuasion  hung 
Like  honey  on  the  speaker's  tongue. 
A  cloudless  sun  improv'd  the  day, 
And  pinks  and  roses  strew'd  our  way. 

Now  as  our  journey  we  pursue, 
A  beauteous  fabric  rose  to  view, 
A  stately  dome,  and  sweetly  grac'd 
With  ev'ry  ornament  of  taste. 
This  structure  was  a  female's  claim, 
And  Pleasure  was  the  monarch's  name. 

The  hall  we  enter*  d  uncontrol'd, 
And  saw  the  queen  enthron'd  on  gold; 
Arabian  sweets  perfum'd  the  ground, 
And  laughing  cupids  flutter' d  round ; 
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A  flowing  vest  adorn'd  the  fair, 

And  flow'ry  chaplets  wreath 'd  her  hair: 

Fraud  taught  the  queen  a  thousand  wiles, 

A  thousand  soft  insidious  smiles  ; 

Love  taught  her  lisping  tongue  to  speak, 

And  form'd  the  dimple  in  her  cheek ; 

The  lily  and  the  damask  rose 

The  tincture  of  her  face  compose ; 

Nor  did  the  God  of  Wit  disdain 

To  mingle  with  the  shining  train. 

Her  vot'ries  flock  from  various  parts, 
And  chiefly  youth  resign'd  their  hearts ; 
The  old  in  sparing  numbers  press'd, 
But  awkward  devotees  at  best. 

Now  let  us  range  at  large,  we  cry'd, 
Through  all  the  garden's  boasted  pride. 
Here  jasmines  spread  the  silver  flow'r, 
To  deck  the  wall,  or  weave  the  bow'r ; 
The  woodbines  mix  in  am'rous  play, 
And  breathe  their  fragrant  lives  away. 
Here  rising  myrtles  form  a  shade, 
There  roses  blush,  and  scent  the  glade. 
The  orange,  with  a  vernal  face, 
Wears  ev'ry  rich  autumnal  grace ; 
While  tbe  young  blossoms  here  unfold, 
There  shines  the  fruit  like  pendent  gold. 
Citrons  their  balmy  sweets  exhale, 
And  triumph  in  the  distant  gale. 
Now  fountains,  murm'ring  to  the  song, 
Roll  their  translucent  streams  along. 
Through  all  the  aromatic  groves, 
The  faithful  turtles  coo  their  loves. 
The  lark  ascending  pours  his  notes, 
And  linnets  swell  their  rapt'rous  throats. 

Pleasure,  imperial  fair !  how  gay 
Thy  empire,  and  how  wide  thy  sway! 
Enchanting  queen!  how  soft  thy  reign! 
How  man,  fond  man  !  implores  thy  chain ! 
Yet  thine  each  meretricious  art, 
That  weakens,  and  corrupts  the  heart. 
The  childish  toys  and  wanton  page 
Which  sink  and  prostitute  the  stage ! 


PLEASURE.  241 

The  masquerade,  that  just  offence 

To  virtue,  and  reproach  to  sense ! 

The  midnight  dance,  the  mantling  bowl, 

And  all  that  dissipate  the  soul ; 

All  that  to  ruin  man  combine, 

Yes,  specious  harlot,  all  are  thine  ! 

Whence  sprung  th*  accursed  lust  of  play, 
Which  beggars  thousands  in  a  day  ? 
Speak,  sorc'ress,  speak  (for  thou  canst  tell) 
Who  call'd  the  treacherous  card  from  hell? 
Now  man  profanes  his  reas'ning  pow'rs, 
Profanes  sweet  friendship's  sacred  hours ; 
Abandon'd  to  inglorious  ends, 
And  faithless  to  himself  and  friends ; 
A  dupe  to  ev'ry  artful  knave, 
To  ev'ry  abject  wish  a  slave; 
But  who  against  himself  combines, 
Abets  his  enemy's  designs. 
When  Rapine  meditates  a  blow, 
He  shares  the  guilt  who  aids  the  foe. 
Is  man  a  thief  who  steals  my  pelf? 
How  great  his  theft,  who  robs  himself! 
Is  man,  who  gulls  his  friend,  a  cheat? 
How  heinous  then  is  self-deceit! 
Is  murder  justly  deem'd  a  crime? 
How  black  his  guilt,  who  murders  time ! 
Should  custom  plead,  as  custom  will, 
Grand  precedents  to  palliate  ill, 
Shall  modes  and  forms  avail  with  me, 
When  reason  disavows  the  plea? 
Who  games,  is  felon  of  his  wealth, 
His  time,  his  liberty,  his  health. 
Virtue  forsakes  his  sordid  mind, 
And  Honour  scorns  to  stay  behind. 
From  man  when  these  bright  cherubs  part, 
Ah  !  what  *s  the  poor  deserted  heart? 
A  savage  wild  that  shocks  the  sight, 
Or  chaos,  and  impervious  night! 
Each  gen'rous  principle  destroy'd, 
And  daemons  crowd  the  frightful  voidi 

Shall  Siam's  elephant  supply 
The  baneful  desolating  die? 
L  2 
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Against  the  honest  syl  van's  will, 
You  taught  his  iv'ry  tusk  to  kill. 
Heav'n,  fond  its  favours  to  dispense, 
Gaye  him  that  weapon  for  defence. 
That  weapon,  for  his  guard  design'd, 
Yourender'd  fatal  to  mankind. 
He  plann'd  no  death  for  thoughtless  youth, 
You  gave  the  venom  to  his  tooth. 
Blush,  tyrant,  blush,  for  oh !  'tis  true 
That  no  fell  serpent  bites  like  you. 

The  guests  were  order*  d  to  depart, 
Reluctance  sat  on  ev'ry  heart : 
A  porter  shew'd  a  different  door, 
Not  the  fair  portal  known  before ! 
The  gates,  methought,  were  open'd  wide, 
The  crowds  descended  in  a  tide. 
But  oh  !  ye  heav'ns,  what  vast  surprise 
Struck  the  advent'rers'  frighted  eyes ! 
A  barren  heath  before  us  lay, 
And  gathering  clouds  obscur'd  the  day ; 
The  darkness  rose  in  smoky  spires ; 
The  lightnings  flash *d  their  livid  fires: 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  rent  the  air, 
While  Vengeance  chill'd  our  hearts  with  fear. 

Five  ruthless  tyrants  sway'd  the  plain, 
And  triumph'd  o'er  the  mangled  slain. 
Here  sat  Distaste,  with  sickly  mien, 
And  more  than  half-devour'd  with  spleen : 
There  stood  Remorse,  with  thought  opprest, 
And  vipers  feeding  on  his  breast: 
Then  Want,  dejected,  pale,  and  thin, 
With  bones  just  starting  through  his  skin; 
A  ghastly  fiend ! — and  close  behind 
Disease,  his  aching  head  reclin'd! 
His  everlasting  thirst  confess'd 
The  fires,  which  rag'd  within  his  breast : 
Death  clos'd  the  train!  the  hideous  form 
Smil'd  unrelenting  in  the  storm : 
When  strait  a  doleful  shriek  was  heard ; 
I  woke — The  vision  disappear'd. 

Let  not  the  unexperienc'd  boy 
Deny  that  Pleasures  will  destroy; 
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Or  say  that  dreams  are  vain  and  wild, 
Like  fairy  tales,  to  please  a  child. 
Important  hints  the  wise  may  reap 
From  sallies  of  the  soul  in  sleep. 
And,  since  there 's  meaning  in  my  dream, 
The  moral  merits  your  esteem. 

VISION  III. 

Health. 

Attend  my  visions,  thoughtless  youths, 

Ere  long  you  '11  think  them  weighty  truths; 

Prudent  it  were  to  think  so  now, 

Ere  age  has  silver'd  o'er  your  brow  : 

For  he,  who  at  his  early  years 

Has  sown  in  vice,  shall  reap  in  tears. 

If  Folly  has  possess'd  his  prime, 

Disease  shall  gather  strength  in  time ; 

Poison  shall  rage  in  ev'ry  vein, — 

Nor  penitence  dilute  the  stain : 

And  -when  each  hour  shall  urge  his  fate, 

Thought,  like  the  doctor,  comes  too  late. 

The  subject  of  my  song  is  Health, 
A  good  superior  far  to  wealth. 
Can  the  young  mind  distrust  its  worth  1 
Consult  the  monarchs,  of  the  earth: 
Imperial  czars,  and  sultans,  own 
No  gem  so  bright,  that  decks  their  throne : 
Each  for  this  pearl  his  crbwn  would  quit, 
And  turn  a  rustic,  or  a  cit. 

Mark,  though  the  blessing  's  lost  with  ease, 
'Tis  not  recover'd  when  you  please. 
Say  not  that  gruels  shall  avail, 
For  salutary  gruels  fail. 
Say  not,  Apollo's  sons  succeed, 
Apollo's  son  is  Egypt's*  reed. 
How  fruitless  the  physician's  skill, 
How  vain  the  penitential  pill, 
The  marble  monuments  proclaim, 
The  humbler  turf  confirms  the  ^ame ! 
*  In  allusion  to  2  Kings  xviii.  21. 
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Prevention  is  the  better  cure, 

So  says  the  proverb,  and  'tis  aure. 

Would  you  extend  your  narrow  span, 
And  make  the  most  of  life  you  can ; 
Would  you,  when  med'cines  cannot  save, 
Descend  with  ease  into  the  grave ; 
Calmly  retire,  like  evening  light, 
And  cheerful  bid  the  world  good-night  ? 
Let  Temp'rance  constantly  preside, 
Our  best  physician,  friend,  and  guide ! 
Would  you  to  wisdom  make  pretence, 
Proud  to  be  thought  a  man  of  sense? 
Let  Temp'rance  (always  friend  to  fame) 
With  steady  hand  direct  your  aim ; 
Or,  like  an  archer  in  the  dark, 
Your  random  shaft  will  miss  the  mark : 
For  they  who  slight  her  golden  rules, 
In  Wisdom's  volume  stand  for  fools. 

But  morals,  unadorn'd  by  art, 
Are  seldom  known  to  reach  the  heart. 
I  '11  therefore  strive  to  raise  my  theme 
With  all  the  scenery  of  dream. 

Soft  were  my  slumbers,  sweet  my  rest. 
Such  as  the  infant's  on  the  breast ; 
When  Fancy,  ever  on  the  wing, 
And  fruitful  as  the  genial  spring, 
Presented,  in  a  blaze  of  light, 
A  new  creation  to  my  sight. 

A  rural  landscape  I  descry'd, 
Drest  in  the  robes  of  summer  pride ; 
The  herds  adorn'd  the  sloping  hills, 
That  glitter'd  with  their  tinkling  rills; 
Below  the  fleecy  mothers  stray'd, 
And  round  their  sportive  lambkins  play'd. 

Nigh  to  a  murm'ring  brook  I  saw 
An  humble  cottage  thatch'd  with  straw ; 
Behind,  a  garden  that  supply'd 
All  things  for  use,  and  none  for  pride: 
Beauty  prevail'd  through  ev'ry  part, 
But  more  of  nature  than  of  art. 

Hail,  thou  sweet,  calm,  unenvied  seat  I 
I  aaid,  and  bless'd  the  fair  retreat: 
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Here  would  I  pass  my  remnant  days, 
Unknown  to  censure,  or  to  praise  ; 
Forget  the  world,  and  be  forgot, 
As  Pope  describes  his  vestal's  lot. 

While  thus  I  mus'd,  a  beauteous  maid, 
Stept  from  a  thicket's  neighb'ring  shade  ; 
Not  Hampton's  gallery  can  boast, 
Nor  Hudson  paint  so  fair  a  toast: 
She  claim'd  the  cottage  for  her  own, 
To  Health  a  cottage  is  a  throne. 

The  annals  say  (to  prove  her  worth) 
The  Graces  solemniz'd  her  birth. 
Garlands  of  various  fiow'rs  they  wrought, 
The  orchard's  blushing  pride  they  brought : 
Hence  in  her  face  the  lily  speaks, 
And  hence  the  rose  which  paints  her  cheeks; 
The  cherry  gave  her  lips  to  glow, 
Her  eyes  were  debtors  to  the  sloe ; 
And,  to  complete  the  lovely  fair, 
'Tis  said,  the  chesnut  stain'd  her  hair. 

The  virgin  was  averse  to  courts, 
But  often  seen  in  rural  sports: 
When  in  her  rosy  vest  the  morn 
Walks  o'er  the  dew-bespangled  lawn, 
The  nymph  is  first  to  form  the  race, 
Or  wind  the  horn,  and  lead  the  chase. 

Sudden  1  heard  a  shouting  train, 
Glad  acclamations  fill'd  the  plain : 
Unbounded  joy  improv'd  the  scene, 
For  Health  was  loud  proclaim'd  •  queen. 

Two  smiling  cherubs  grac'd  her  throne 
(To  modern  courts,  I  fear,  unknown); 
One  was  the  nymph,  that  loves  the  light, 
Fair  Innocence,  array'd  in  white ; 
With  sister  Peace  in  close  embrace, 
And  heav'n  all  opening  in  her  face. 

The  reign  was  long,  the  empire  gTeat, 
And  Virtue,  minister  of  state. 
In  other  kingdoms,  ev'ry  hour, 
You  hear  of  Vice  preferr'd  to  pow'r: 
Vice  was  a  perfect  stranger  here : 
No  knaves  engro3s'd  the  royal  ear: 
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No  fools  obtain'd  this  monarch's  grace  ; 
Virtue  dispos'd  of  ev'ry  place. 

What  sickly  appetites  are  ours, 
Still  varying  with  the  -varying  hours ! 
And  though  from  good  to  bad  we  range, 
'  No  matter,'  says  the  fool,  •  'tis  change.' 

Her  subjects  now  express'd  apace 
Dissatisfaction  in  their  face  : 
Some  view  the  state  with  envy's  eye, 
Some  were  dipleas'd,  they  knew  not  why: 
When  Faction,  ever  bold  and  vain, 
With  rigour  tax'd  their  monarch's  reign. 
Thus,  should  an  angel  from  above, 
Fraught  with  benevolence  and  love, 
Descend  to  earth,  and  here  impart 
Important  truths  to  mend  the  heart ; 
Would  not  th'  instructive  guest  dispense 
With  passion,  appetite,  and  sense, 
We  should  his  heav'nly  lore  despise, 
And  send  him  to  his  former  skies. 

A  dang'rous  hostile  power  arose 
To  Health,  whose  household  were  her  foes : 
A  harlot's  loose  attire  she  wore, 
And  Luxury  the  name  she  bore. 
This  princess  of  unbounded  sway, 
Whom  Asia's  softer  sons  obey, 
Made  war  against  the  queen  of  Health, 
Assisted  by  the  troops  of  Wealth. 

The  queen  was  first  to  take  the  field, 
Arm'd  with  her  helmet  and  her  shield; 
Temper'd  with  such  superior  art, 
That  both  were  proof  to  ev'ry  dart. 
Two  warlike  chiefs  approach'd  the  green, 
And  wondrous  fav'rites  with  the  queen: 
Both  were  of  Amazonian  race, 
Both  high  in  merit,  and  in  place. 
Here,  Resolution  march'd,  whose  soul 
No  fear  could  shake,  no  pow'r  control; 
The  heroine  wore  a  Roman  vest, 
A  lion's  heart  infonn'd  her  breast. 
There  Prudence  shone,  whose  bosom  wrought 
With  all  the  various  plans  of  thought ; 
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'Twas  her's  to  bid  the  troops  engage, 
And  teach  the  battle  where  to  rage. 

And  now  the  Siren's  armies  press, 
Their  -van  was  headed  by  Excess  : 
The  mighty  wings,  that  form'd  the  side, 
Commanded  by  that  giant  Pride  : 
While  Sickness,  and  her  sisters  Pain 
And  Poverty,  the  centre  gain  : 
Repentance,  with  a  brow  severe, 
And  Death,  were  station'd  in  the  rear. 

Health  rang'd  her  troops  with  matchless  art, 
And  acted  the  defensive  part : 
Her  army  posted  on  a  hill, 
Plainly  bespoke  superior  skill: 
Hence  were  discover'd  through  the  plain, 
The  motions  of  the  hostile  train  : 
While  Prudence,  to  prevent  surprise, 
Oft  sally'd  with  her  trusty  spies ; 
Explor'd  each  ambuscade  below, 
And  reconnoitred  well  the  foe. 

Afar  when  Luxury  descry 'd 
Inferior  force  by  art  supply'd, 
The  Siren  spake — Let  fraud  prevail, 
Since  all  my  nnm'rous  hosts  must  fail; 
Henceforth  hostilities  shall  cease, 
I  '11  send  to  Health  and  offer  peace. 
Strait  she  dispatch'd,  with  pow'rs  complete, 
Pleasure,  her  minister,  to  treat. 
This  wicked  strumpet  topp'd  her  part, 
And  sow'd  sedition  in  the  heart ! 
Through  ev'ry  troop  the  poison  ran, 
All  were  infected  to  a  man. 
The  wary  generals  were  won 
By  Pleasure's  wiles,  and  both  undone. 

Jove  held  the  troops  in  high  disgrace, 
And  bade  diseases  blast  their  race  ; 
Look'd  on  the  queen  with  melting  eyes, 
And  snatch'd  his  darling  to  the  skies : 
Who  still  regards  those  wiser  few, 
That  dare  her  dictates  to  pursue. 
For  where  her  stricter  law  prevails, 
Though  Passion  prompts,  or  Vice  assails ; 
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Long  shall  the  cloudless  skies  behold, 
And  their  calm  sun-set  beam  with  gold. 

VISION  IV. 

Content. 

Man  is  deceiv'd  by  outward  show — 
'Tis  a  plain  homespun  truth,  I  know. 
The  fraud  prevails  at  ev'ry  age, 
So  says  the  school-boy  and  the  sage; 
Yet  still  we  hug  the  dear  deceit, 
And  still  exclaim  against  the  cheat. 
But  whence  this  inconsistent  part? 
Say,  moralists,  who  know  the  heart: 
If  you  '11  this  labyrinth  pursue, 
I  '11  go  before,  and  find  the  clue. 

I  dreamt  ('twas  on  a  birth-day  night) 
A  sumptuous  palace  rose  to  sight : 
The  builder  had,  through  ev'ry  part, 
Observ'd  the  chastest  rules  of  art ; 
Raphael  and  Titian  had  display'd 
All  the  full  force  of  light  and  shade : 
Around  the  livery'd  servants  wait ; 
An  aged  porter  kept  the  gate. 

As  I  was  traversing  the  hall, 
Where  Brussels'  looms  adorn'd  the  wall 
(Whose  tap'stry  shews,  without  my  aid, 
A  nun  is  no  such  useless  maid), 
A  graceful  person  came  in  view 
(His  form,  it  seems,  is  known  to  few)  ; 
His  dress  was  unadorn'd  with  lace, 
But  charms  !  a  thousand  in  his  face. 

This,  sir,  your  property?  I  cry'd 

Master  and  mansion  coincide : 

Where  all,  indeed,  is  truly  gTeat, 

And  proves,  that  bliss  may  dwell  with  state. 

Pray,  sir,  indulge  a  stranger's  claim, 

And  grant  the  favotir  of  your  name. 

'  Content,'  the  lovely  form  reply'd ; 
But  think  not  here  that  I  reside : 
Here  lives  a  courtier,  base  and  sly; 
An  open,  honest  rustic,  I. 
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Our  taste  and  manners  disagree, 
His  levee  boasts  no  charms  for  me : 
For  titles,  and  the  smiles  of  kings, 
To  me  are  cheap  unheeded  things. 
(Tis  virtue  can  alone  impart 
The  patent  of  a  ducal  heart: 
Unless  this  herald  speaks  him  great, 
What  shall  avail  the  glare  of  state?) 
Those  secret  Gharrns  are  my  delight, 
Which  shine  remote  from  public  sight: 

Passions  subdu'd,  desires  at  rest, 

And  hence  his  chaplain  shares  my  breast. 

There  wa3  a  time  (his  grace  can  tell) 
I  knew  the  duke  exceeding  well ; 
Knew  ev'ry  secret  of  his  heart; 
In  truth,  we  nevei  were  apart : 
But  when  the  court  became  his  end, 
He  turn'd  his  back  upon  his  friend. 

One  day  1  call'd  upon  his  grace, 
Just  as  the  duke  had  got  a  place : 
I  thought  (but  thought  amiss,  'tis  clear) 
I  should  be  welcome  to  the  peer, 
Yes,  welcome  to  a  man  in  pow'r; 

And  so  I  was for  half  an  hour. 

But  he  grew  weary  of  his  guest, 
And  soon  discarded  me  his  breast; 
Upbraided  me  with  want  of  merit, 
But  most  for  poverty  of  spirit. 

You  relish  not  the  great  man's  lot? 
Come,  hasten  to  my  humbler  cot. 
Think  me  not  partial  to  the  great, 
I  'in  a  sworn  foe  to  pride  and  state  ; 
No  monarchs  share  my  kind  embrace, 
There  's  scarce  a  monarch  knows  my  face : 
Content  shuns  courts,  and  oft'ner  dwells 
With  modest  worth  in  rural  cells ; 
There's  no  complaint,  though  brown  the  bread, 
Or  the  rude  turf  sustain  the  head ; 
Though  hard  the  couch,  and  coarse  the  meat, 
Still  the  brown  loaf  and  sleep  are  sweet. 

Far  from  the  city  I  reside, 
And  a  thatch' d  cottage  all  my  pride. 
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True  to  my  heart,  I  seldom  roam, 
Because  I  find  my  joys  at  home: 
For  foreign  visits  then  begin, 
When  the  man  feels  a  void  within. 

But  though  from  towns  and  crowds  I  fly, 
No  humorist,  nor  cynic,  I. 
Amidst  sequester'd  shades  I  prize 
The  friendships  of  the  good  and  wise. 
Bid  virtue  and  her  sons  attend, 
Virtue  will  tell  thee  I  'm  her  friend  : 
Tell  thee,  I  'm  faithful,  constant,  kind, 
And  meek,  and  lowly,  and  resign'd; 
Will  say,  there  's  no  distinction  known 
Betwixt  her  household  and  my  own. 

AUTHOR. 

If  these  the  friendships  you  pursue, 
Your  friends,  I  fear,  are  very  few. 
So  little  company,  you  say, 
Yet  fond  of  home  from  day  to  day  ? 
How  do  you  shun  detraction's  rod  1 
I  doubt  your  neighbours  think  you  odd! 

CONTENT. 

I  commune  with  myself  at  night, 
And  ask  my  heart  if  all  be  right : 
If, '  Right,'  replies  my  faithful  breast, 
I  smile,  and  close  my  eyes  to  rest. 

AUTHOR. 

You  seem  regardless  of  the  town: 

Pray,  sir,  how  stand  you  with  the  gown  ? 

CONTENT. 

The  clergy  say  they  love  me  well, 
Whether  they  do,  they  best  can  tell: 
They  paint  me  modest,  friendly,  wise, 
And  always  praise  me  to  the  skies ; 
But  if  conviction  's  at  the  heart, 
Why  not  a  correspondent  part1? 
For  shall  the  learned  tongue  prevail, 
If  actions  preach  a  different  tale  1 
Who  'U  seek  my  door  or  grace  my  walls, 
When  neither  dean  nor  prelate  calls  1 
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With  those  my  friendships  most  obtain, 
Who  prize  their  duty  more  than  gain  ; 
Soft  flow  the  hours  whene'er  we  meet, 
And  conscious  virtue  is  our  treat ; 
Our  harmless  breasts  no  envy  know, 
And  hence  we  fear  no  secret  foe  ; 
Our  walks  Ambition  ne'er  attends, 
And  hence  we  ask  no  pow'rful  friends  ; 
We  wish  the  best  to  church  and  state, 
But  leave  the  steerage  to  the  great; 
Careless,  who  rises,  or  who  falls, 
And  never  dream  of  vacant  stalls; 
Much  less,  by  pride  or  int'rest  drawn, 
Sigh  for  the  mitre  and  the  lawn. 

Observe  the  secrets  of  my  art, 
I  '11  fundamental  truths  impart : 
If  you  '11  my  kind  advice  pursue, 
I  '11  quit  my  hut  and  dwell  with  you. 

The  passions  are  a  num'rous  crowd, 
Imperious,  positive,  aud  loud  : 
Curb  these  licentious  sons  of  strife ; 
Hence  chiefly  rise  the  storms  of  life : 
If  they  grow  mutinous,  and  rave, 
They  are  thy  masters,  thou  their  slave. 

Regard  the  world  with  cautious  eye, 
Nor  raise  your  expectation  high. 
See  that  the  balanc'd  scales  be  such, 
You  neither  fear  nor  hope  too  much. 
For  disappointment 's  not  the  thing, 
'Tis  pride  and  passion  point  the  sting. 
Life  is  a  sea  where  storms  must  rise, 
'Tis  Folly  talks  of  cloudless  skies : 
He  who  contracts  his  swelling  sail, 
Eludes  the  fury  of  the  gale. 

Be  still,  nor  anxious  thoughts  employ, 
Distrust  imbitters  present  joy: 
On  God  for  all  events  depend; 
You  cannot  want  when  God's  your  friend. 
Weigh  well  your  part,  and  do  your  best; 
Leave  to  your  Maker  all  the  rest. 
The  hand  which  form'd  thee  in  the  womb, 
Guides  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb. 
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Can  the  fond  mother  slight  her  boy ; 
Can  she  forget  her  prattling  joy? 
Say  then,  shall  Sov'reign  Love  desert 
The  humble,  and  the  honest  heart? 
Heav'n  may  not  grant  thee  all  thy  mind; 
Yet  say  not  thou  that  Heav'n  'a  unkind. 
God  is  alike,  both  good  and  wise, 
In  what  he  grants,  and  what  denies: 
Perhaps,  with  goodness  gives  to-day, 
To-morrow  goodness  takes  away. 

You  say,  that  troubles  intervene, 
That  sorrows  darken  half  the  scene. 

True and  this  consequence  >ou  see, 

The  world  was  ne'er  design'd  for  thee : 
You  're  like  a  passenger  below, 
That  stays  perhaps  a  night  or  so; 
But  still  his  native  country  lies 
Beyond  the  bound'ries  of  the  skies. 

Of  Heav'n  ask  virtue,  wisdom,  health, 
But  never  let  thy  pray'r  be  wealth. 
If  food  be  thine  (though  little  gold), 
And  raiment  to  repel  the  cold; 
Such  as  may  nature's  wants  suffice, 
Not  what  from  pride  and  folly  rise  ; 
If  soft  the  motions  of  thy  soul, 
And  a  calm  conscience  crowns  the  whole ; 
Add  but  a  friend  to  all  this  store, 
You  can't  in  reason  wish  for  more: 
And  if  kind  Heav'n  this  comfort  brings, 
'Tis  more  than  Heav'n  bestows  on  kings. 

He  spake the  airy  spectre  flies, 

And  strait  the  sweet  illusion  dies. 
The  vision,  at  the  early  dawn, 
Consign'd  me  to  the  thoughtful  morn ; 
To  all  the  cares  of  waking  clay, 
And  inconsistent  dreams  of  day. 

VISION  V. 

Happiness. 

Ye  ductile  youths,  whose  rising  sun 
Hath  many  circles  still  to  run ; 
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Who  wisely  wish  the  pilot's  chart, 

To  steer  through  life  th'  unsteady  heart ; 

And  all  the  thoughtful  voyage  past, 

To  gain  a  happy  port  at  last : 

Attend  a  seer's  instructive  song, 

For  moral  truths  to  dreams  belong. 

I  saw  this  wondrous  vision  soon, 
Long  ere  my  sun  had  reach'd  its  noon; 
Just  when  the  rising  beard  began 
To  grace  my  chin,  and  call  me  man. 

One  night,  when  balmy  slumbers  shed 
Their  peaceful  poppies  o'er  my  head, 
My  fancy  led  me  to  explore 
A  thousand  scenes  unknown  before. 
I  saw  a  plain  extended  wide, 
And  crowds  pour'd  in  from  ev'ry  side  : 
All  seem'd  to  start  a  diffrent  game, 
Yet  all  declared  their  views  the  same : 
The  chase  was  Happiness,  I  found, 
But  all,  alas  !  enchanted  ground. 

Indeed  I  judg'd  it  wondrous  strange, 
To  see  the  giddy  numbers  range 
Through  roads,  which  promis'd  nought,  at  best, 
But  sorrow  to  the  human  breast. 
Methought,  if  bliss  was  all  their  view, 
Why  did  they  difPrent  paths  pursue? 
The  waking  world  has  long  agreed, 
That  Bagshot  's  not  the  road  to  Tweed: 
And  he  who  Berwick  seeks  through  Staines, 
Shall  have  his  labour  for  his  pains. 

As  Parael*  says,  my  bosom  wrought 
With  travail  of  uncertain  thought : 
And,  as  an  angel  help'd  the  dean, 
My  angel  chose  to  intervene  ; 
The  dress  of  each  was  much  the  same, 
And  Virtue  was  my  seraph's  name. 
When  thus  the  angel  silence  broke 
(Her  voice  was  music  as  she  spoke) : 

Attend,  0  man,  nor  leave  my  side, 
And  safety  shall  thy  footsteps  guide ; 

»  The  Hermit. 
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Such  truths  I  '11  teach,  such  secrets  shew, 
As  none  but  favour'd  mortals  know. 

She  said and  straight  we  march'd  along- 

To  join  Ambition's  active  throng : 
Crowds  urg'd  on  crowds  with  eager  pace, 
And  happy  he  who  led  the  race. 
Axes  and  daggers  lay  unseen 
In  ambuscade  along  the  green  ; 
While  vapours  shed  delusive  light, 
And  bubbles  mock'd  the  distant  sight. 

We  saw  a  shining  mountain  rise, 
Whose  tow 'ring  summit  reach'd  the  skies: 
The  slopes  were  steep,  and  form'd  of  glaus, 
Painful  and  hazardous  to  pass : 
Courtiers  and  statesmen  led  the  way, 
The  faithless  paths  their  steps  betray ; 
.This  moment  seen  aloft  to  soar, 
The  next  to  fall  and  rise  no  more. 

'Twas  here  Ambition  kept  her  court, 
A  phantom  of  gigantic  port ; 
The  fav'rite  that  sustain'd  her  throne, 
Was  Falsehood,  by  her  vizard  known  ; 
Next  stood  Mistrust,  with  frequent  sigh, 
Disorder'd  look,  and  squinting  eye  ; 
While  meagre  Envy  claim'd  a  place, 
And  Jealousy  with  jaundic'd  face. 

But  where  is  Happiness?  I  cry'd. 
My  guardian  turn'd,  and  thus  reply'd  : 

Mortal,  by  folly  still  beguil'd, 
Thou  hast  not  yet  outstripp'd  the  child ; 
Thou,  who  hast  twenty  winters  seen 
(I  hardly  think  thee  past  fifteen), 
To  ask  if  Happiness  can  dwell 
With  every  dirty  imp  of  hell! 
Go  to  the  school-boy,  he  shall  preach, 
What  twenty  winters  cannot  teach ; 
He'll  tell  thee,  from  his  weekly  theme, 
That  thy  pursuit  is  all  a  dream: 
That  Bliss  ambitious  views  disowns, 
And  self-dependent,  laughs  at  thrones; 
Prefers  the  shades  and  lowly  seats, 
Whither  fair  Innocence  retreats : 
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So  the  coy  lily  of  the  vale, 
Shuns  eminence,  and  loves  the  dale. 

I  blush'd;  and  now  we  cross'd  the  plain, 
To  find  the  money-getting  train; 
Those  silent,  snug,  commercial  bands, 
With  busy  looks,  and  dirty  hands. 
Amidst  these  thoughtful  crowds  the  old 
Plac'd  all  their  happiness  in  gold. 
And  surely,  if  there's  bliss  below, 
These  hoary  heads  the  secret  know. 

We  journey'd  with  the  plodding  crew, 
When  soon  a  temple  rose  to  view : 
A  Gothic  pile,  with  moss  o'ergrown  ; 
Strong  were  the  walls,  and  built  with  stone. 
Without  a  thousand  mastiffs  wait : 
A  thousand  bolts  secure  the  gate. 
We  sought  admission  long  in  vain  ; 
For  here  all  favours  sell  for  gain  : 
The  greedy  porter  yields  to  gold, 
His  fee  receiv'd,  the  gates  unfold. 
Assembled  nations  here  we  found, 
And  view'd  the  cringing  herds  around, 
Who  daily  sacrific'd  to  wealth, 
Their  honour,  conscience,  peace,  and  health. 
I  saw  no  charms  that  could  engage  ; 
The  God  appear'd  like  sordid  age, 
With  hooked  nose,  and  famish'd  jaws, 
Cut  serpent's  eyes  and  harpy's  claws : 
Behind  stood  Fear,  that  restless  spright, 
Which  haunts  the  watches  of  the  night ; 
And  viper  Care,  that  stings  so  deep, 
Whose  deadly  venom  murders  sleep. 

We  hasten  now  to  Pleasure's  bow'rs ; 
Where  the  gay  tribes  sat  crown'd  with  flow'rs  : 
Here  Beauty  ev'ry  charm  display'd, 
And  Love  inflam'd  the  yielding  maid: 
Delicious  wine  our  taste  employs, 
His  crimson  bowl  exalts  our  joys  : 
I  felt  its  gen'rou3  pow'r,  and  thought 
The  pearl  was  found,  that  long  I  sought. 
Determined  here  to  fix  my  home, 
I  bless'd  the  change,  nor  wish'd  to  roam  : 
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The  seraph  disapprov'd  my  stay, 

Spread  her  fair  plumes,  and  wiug'd  away. 

Alas !  whene'er  we  talk  of  bliss, 
How  prone  is  man  to  judge  amiss! 
See,  a  long  train  of  ills  conspires 
To  scourge  our  uucontvol'd  desires. 
Like  summer  swarms  diseases  crowd, 
Each  bears  a  crutch,  or  each  a  shroud: 
Fever!  that  thirsty  fury,  came, 
With  inextinguishable  flame; 
Consumption,  sworn  ally  of  Death! 
Crept  slowly  on  with  panting  breath; 
Gout  roar'd,  and  shew'd  his  throbbing  feet ; 
And  Dropsy  took  the  drunkard's  seat: 
Stone  brought  his  tort'ring  racks;  and  near 
Sat  Palsy  shaking  in  her  chair! 

A  mangled  youth,  beneath  a  shade, 
A  melancholy  scene  display'd: 
His  noseless  face,  and  loathsome  stains, 
Proclaim'd  the  poison  in  his  veins; 
He  rais'd  his  eyes,  he  smote  his  breast, 
He  wept  aloud,  and  thus  address'd: 

Forbear  the  harlot's  false  embrace, 
Though  Lewdness  wear  an  angel's  face. 
Be  wise,  by  my  experience  taught, 
I  die,  alas  !  for  want  of  thought. 

As  he,  who  travels  Lybia's  plains, 
Where  the  fierce  lion  lawless  reigns, 
Is  seiz'd  with  fear  and  wild  dismay, 
When  the  grim  foe  obstructs  his  way  : 
My  soul  was  pierc'd  with  equal  fright, 
My  tott'ring  limbs  oppos'd  my  flight; 
I  call'd  on  Virtue,  but  in  vain, 
Her  absence  quicken'd  every  pain : 
At  length  the  slighted  angel  heard, 
The  dear  refulgent  form  appear'd. 

Presumptuous  youth !  she  said,  and  frown'd 
(My  heart-strings  flutter'd  at  the  sound) j 
Who  turns  to  me  reluctant  ears, 
Shall  shed  repeated  floods  of  tears. 
These  rivers  shall  for  ever  last, 
There's  no  retracting  what  is  past; 


HAPPINESS.  257 

Nor  think  avenging  ills  to  shun ; 
Play  a  false  card,  and  you're  undone. 

Of  Pleasure's  gilded  baits  beware, 
Nor  tempt  the  syren's  fatal  snare : 
Forego  this  curs'd,  detested  place, 
Abhor  the  strumpet,  and  her  race: 
Had  you  those  softer  paths  pursu'd, 
Perdition,  stripling,  had  ensu'd; 

Yes,  fly you  stand  upon  its  brink ; 

To-morrow  is  too  late  to  think. 

Indeed  unwelcome  truths  I  tell, 
But  mark  my  sacred  lesson  well : 
With  me  whoever  lives  at  strife, 
Loses  his  better  friend  for  life; 
With  me  who  lives  in  friendship's  ties, 
Finds  all  that 's  sought  for  by  the  wise. 
Folly  exclaims,  and  well  she  may, 
Because  I  take  her  mask  away ; 
If  once  I  bring  her  to  the  sun , 
The  painted  harlot  is  undone. 
But  prize,  my  child,  oh !  prize  my  rules, 
And  leave  deception  to  her  fools. 

Ambition  deals  in  tinsel  toys, 
Her  traffic  gewgaws,  fleeting  joys! 
An  arrant  juggler  in  disguise, 
Who  holds  false  optics  to  your  eyes. 
But,  ah !  how  quick  the  shadows  pass ; 
Though  the  bright  visions  through  her  glass 
Charm  at  a  distance,  yet,  when  near, 
The  baseless  fabrics  disappear. 

Nor  riches  boast  intrinsic  worth, 
Their  charms  at  best,  superior  earth: 
These  oft  the  heav'n-born  mind  enslave, 
And  make  an  honest  man  a  knave. 
'  Wealth  cures  my  wants,'  the  miser  cries; 
Be  not  deceiv'd — the  miser  lies : 
One  want  he  has  with  all  his  store, 
That  worst  of  wants !  the  want  of  more. 
Take  pleasure,  wealth,  and  pomp  away, 
And  where  is  Happiness?  you  say. 

'Tis  here — and  may  be  yours— for,  know 
I'm  all  that 's  Happiness  below. 
M 
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To  vice  I  leave  tumultuous  joys, 
Mine  is  the  still  and  softer  voice ; 
That  whispers  peace,  when  storms  invade,    • 
And  music  through  the  midnight  shade. 

Come  then,  be  mine  in  ev'ry  part, 
Nor  give  me  less  than  all  your  heart; 
When  troubles  discompose  your  breast, 
1  '11  enter  there  a  cheerful  guest : 
My  converse  shall  your  cares  beguile. 
The  little  world  within  shall  smile ; 
And  then  it  scarce  imports  a  jot, 
Whether  the  great  world  frowns  or  not. 

And  when  the  closing  3cenes  prevail, 
When  wealth,  state,  pleasure,  all  shall  fail ; 
All  that  a  foolish  world  admires, 
Or  passion  craves,  or  pride  inspires; 
At  that  important  hour  of  need, 
Virtue  shall  prove  a  friend  indeed! 
My  hands  shall  smooth  thy  dying  bed, 
My  arms  sustain  thy  drooping  head: 
And  when  the  painful  struggle 's  o'er, 
And  that  vain  thing,  the  World,  no  more, 
I  '11  bear  my  fav'rite  son  away 
To  rapture,  and  eternal  day. 

VISION  VI. 

Friendship. 

Friendship!  thou  soft,  propitious  pow'r! 
Sweet  regent  of  the  social  hour  ! 
Sublime  thy  joys,  nor  understood 
But  by  the  virtuous  and  the  good  I 
Cabal  and  Riot  take  thy  name, 
But  'tis  a  false  affected  claim. 
In  heav'n  if  Love  and  Friendship  dwell, 
Can  they  associate  e'er  with  hell  1 

Thou  art  the  same  through  change  of  timet), 
Through  frozen  zones,  and  burning  climes : 
From  the  equator  to  the  pole, 
The  same  kind  angel  through  the  whole. 
And,  since  thy  choice  is  always  free, 
I  bless  thee  for  thy  smiles  on  me. 
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When  sorrows  swell  the  tempest  high, 
Thou,  a  kind  port,  art  always  nigh; 
For  aching  hearts  a  sov'reign  cure. 
Not  soft  Nepenthe*  half  so  sure ! 
And  when  returning  comforts  rise, 
Thou  the  bright  sun  that  gilds  our  skies. 

While  these  ideas  warm'd  my  breast, 
My  weary  eye-lids  stole  to  rest ; 
When  Fancy  re-assum'd  the  theme, 
And  furnish'd  this  instructive  dream. 

I  sail'd  upon  a  stormy  sea 
(Thousands  embark'd  alike  with  me), 
My  skiff  was  small,  and  weak  beside, 
Not  built,  methought,  to  stem  the  tide, 
The  winds  along  the  surges  sweep, 
The  wrecks  lie  scatter'd  through  the  deep ; 
Aloud  the  foaming  billows  roar, 
Unfriendly  rocks  forbid  the  shore. 

While  all  our  various  course  pursue, 
A  spacioas  isle  salutes  our  view. 
Two  queens,  with  tempers  diff'ring  wide, 
This  new-discover'd  world  divide, 
A  river  parts  their  proper  claim, 
And  Truth-its  celebrated  name. 

One  side  a  beauteous  tract  of  ground 
Presents,  with  living  verdure  crown'd. 
The  seasons  temp'rate,  soft,  and  mild, 
And  a  kind  sun  that  always  smil'd. 

Few  storms  molest  the  natives  here ; 
Cold  is  the  only  ill  they  fear. 
This  happy  clime,  and  grateful  soil, 
With  plenty  crowns  the  lab'rer's  toil. 

Here  Friendship's  happy  kingdom  grew, 
Her  realms  were  small,  her  subjects  few. 
A  thousand  charms  the  palace  grace, 
A  rock  of  adamant  its  base. 
Though  thunders  roll,  and  lightnings  fly, 
This  structure  braves  th'  inclement  sky. 

*  Nepenthe  is  an  herb,  which  being  infused  in  wine,  dispel* 
grief.  1 1  is  unknown  to  the  moderns ;  but  some  believe  it  a  kind 
of  opium,  and: others  take  it  for  a  species  of  bugloss.    PUfl.  21. 

31  f.  and  25.  2. 
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Ev'n  Time,  which  other  piles  devours, 
And  mocks  the  pride  of  human  pow'rs, 
Partial  to  Friendship's  pile  alone, 
Cements  the  joints,  and  hinds  the  stone  ; 
Ripens  the  beauties  of  the  place, 
And  calls  to  life  each  latent  grace. 

Around  the  throne,  in  order  stand 
Four  Amazons,  a  trusty  band; 
Friends  ever  faithful  to  advise, 
Or  to  defend  when  dangers  rise. 
Here  Fortitude  in  coat  of  mail! 
There  Justice  lifts  her  golden  scale  ! 
Two  hardy  chiefs !  who  persevere, 
With  form  erect,  and  hrow  severe ; 
Who  smile  at  perils,  pains,  and  death, 
And  triumph  with  their  latest  breath. 

Temp'rance,  that  comely  matron's  near, 
Guardian  of  all  the  Virtues  here ; 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  blooming  grace, 
Without  one  wrinkle  in  her  face. 

But  Prudence  most  attracts  the  sight, 
And  shines  pre-eminently  bright. 
To  view  her  various  thoughts  that  rise, 
She  holds  a  mirror  to  her  eye3; 
The  mirror,  faithful  to  its  charge, 
Reflects  the  virgin's  soul  in  large. 

A  Virtue  with  a  softer  air, 
Was  handmaid  to  the  regal  fair. 
This  nymph,  indulgent,  constant,  kind, 
Derives  from  heav'n  her  spotless  mind  ; 
When  actions  wear  a  dubious  face, 
Puts  the  best  meaning  on  the  case ; 
She  spreads  her  arms,  and  bares  her  breast, 
Takes  in  the  naked  and  distress'd; 
Prefers  the  hungry  orphan's  cries, 
And  from  her  queen  obtains  supplies. 
The  maid,  who  acts  this  lovely  part, 
Grasp'd  in  her  hand  a  bleeding  heart. 
Fair  Charity!  be  thou  my  guest, 
And  be  thy  constant  coach  my  breast. 

But  Virtues  of  inferior  name, 
Crowd  round  the  throne  with  equal  claim; 
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In  loyalty  by  none  surpass'd, 
They  hold  allegiance  to  the  last. 
Not  ancient  records  e'er  can  shew 
That  one  deserted  to  the  foe. 

The  river's  other  side  display'd 
Alternate  plots  of  flow'rs  and  shade, 
Where  poppies  shone  with  various  hue, 
Where  yielding  willows  plenteous  grew  ; 
And  humble-plants,*  by  trav'llers  thought 
With  slow  but  certain  poison  fraught. 
Beyond  these  scenes,  the  eye  descry'd 
A  pow'rful  realm  extended  wide, 
Whose  bound'ries  from  north-east  begun, 
And  stretch'd  to  meet  the  south-west  sun. 
Hence  Flatt'ry  boasts  despotic  sway, 
And  basks  in  all  the  warmth  of  day. 

Long  practis'd  in  Deception's  school, 
The  tyrant  knew  the  art  to  rule; 
Elated  with  th'  imperial  robe, 
She  plans  the  conquest  of  the  globe  ; 
And  aided  by  her  servile  trains, 
Leads  kings  and  sons  of  kings  in  chains. 
Her  darling  minister  is  Pride 
(Who  ne'er  was  known  to  change  his  side), 
A  friend  to  all  her  interests  just, 
And  active  to  discharge  his  trust; 
Caress'd  alike  by  high  and  low, 
The  idol  of  the  belle  and  beau: 
In  ev'ry  shape,  he  shews  his  skill, 
And  forms  her  subjects  to  his  will : 
Enters  their  houses  and  their  hearts, 
And  gains  his  point  before  he  parts. 
Sure  never  minister  was  known 
So  zealous  for  his  sov'reign's  throne! 

Three  sisters,  similar  in  mien, 
Were  maids  of  honour  to  the  queen  : 
Who  farther  favours  shar'd  beside, 
As  daughter.- Jof  her  statesman  Pride. 
The  first,  Conceit,  with  tow'ring  crest, 

*  The  humble  plant  bends  down  before  the  touch  (as  the  sen- 
sitive plant  slirii  ks  from  the  touch),  and  is  said  by  some  to  be 
the  slow  poison  ot  the  Indians. 
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Who  look'd  with  scorn  upon  the  rest ; 
Fond  of  herself,  nor  less,  I  deem, 
Than  duchess  in  her  own  esteem. 

Next  Affectation,  fair  and  young, 
With  halfform'd  accents  on  her  tongue, 
Whose  antic  shapes,  and  various  face, 
Distorted  ev'ry  native  grace. 

Then  Vanity,  a  wanton  maid, 
Flaunting  in  Brussels  and  brocade  ; 
Fantastic,  frolicsome,  and  wild, 
With  all  the  trinkets  of  a  child. 

The  people,  loyal  to  the  queen, 
Wore  their  attachment  in  their  mien : 
With  cheerful  heart  they  homage  paid, 
And  happiest  he,  who  most  obey'd. 
While  they,  who  sought  their  own  applause, 
Promoted  most  their  sov'reign's  cause. 
The  minds  of  all  were  fraught  with  guile, 
Their  manners  dissolute  and  vile ; 
And  every  tribe,  like  pagans,  run 
To  kneel  before  the  rising  sun. 

But  now  some  clam'rous  sounds  arise, 
And  all  the  pleasing  vision  flies. 

Once  more  I  clos'd  my  eyes  to  sleep, 
And  gain'd  th'  imaginary  deep ; 
Fancy  presided  at  the  helm, 
And  steer'd  me  back  to  Friendship's  realm. 
But  oh !  with  horror  I  relate 
The  revolutions  of  her  state. 
The  Trojan  chief  could  hardly  more 
His  Asiatic  tow'rs  deplore. 

For  Flatt'ry  view'd  those  fairer  plains, 
With  longing  eyes,  where  Friendship  reigns ; 
With  envy  heard  her  neighbour's  fame, 
And  often  sigh'd  to  gain  the  same. 
At  length,  by  pride  and  int'rest  fir'd, 
To  Friendship's  kingdom  she  aspir'd. 

And  now  commencing  open  foe, 
She  plans  in  thought  some  mighty  blow; 
Draws  out  her  forces  on  the  green, 
And  marches  to  invade  the  queen. 

The  river  Truth  the  hosts  withstood, 
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And  roll'd  her  formidable  flood : 
Her  current  strong,  and  deep,  and  clear, 
No  fords  were  found,  no  ferries  near : 
But  as  the  troops  approach'd  the  waves, 
Their  fears  suggest  a  thousand  graves ; 
They  all  retir'd  with  haste  extreme, 
And  shudder'd  at  the  dang'rous  stream. 

Hypocrisy  the  gulf  explores ; 
She  forms  a  bridge,  and  joins  the  shores. 
Thus  often  art  or  fraud  prevails, 
When  military  prowess  fails. 
The  troops  an  easy  passage  find, 
And  Vict'ry  follows  close  behind. 

Friendship  with  ardour  charg'd  her  foes, 
And  now  the  fight  promiscuous  grows; 
But  Flatt'ry  threw  a  poison'd  dart, 
And  pierc'd  the  empress  to  the  heart. 
The  Virtues  all  around  were  seen 
To  fall  in  heaps  about  the  queen. 
The  tyrant  stript  the  mangled  fair, 
She  wore  her  spoils,  assum'd  her  air ; 
And  mounting  next  the  suff'rer's  throne, 
Claim'd  the  queen's  titles  as  her  own. 

Ah!  injur'd  maid,  aloud  I  cry'd, 
Ah !  injur'd  maid,  the  rocks  reply*d : 
But  judge  my  griefs,  and  share  them  too, 
For  the  sad  tale  pertains  to  you ; 
Judge,  reader,  how  severe  the  wound, 
When  Friendship's  foes  were  mine,  I  found; 
When  the  sad  scene  of  pride  and  guile, 
Was  Britain's  poor  degen'rate  isle. 

The  Amazons,  who  propp'd  the  state, 
Haply  surviv'd  the  gen'ral  fate. 
Justice  to  Powis-House  is  fled, 
And  Yorke  sustains  her  radiant  head. 
The  virtue  Fortitude  appears 
In  open  day  at  Ligocier's; 
Illustrious  heroine  of  the  sky, 
Who  leads  to  vanquish  or  to  die  ! 
'Twas  she  our  vet'rans'  breasts  inspir'd, 
When  Belgia's  faithless  sons  retir'd : 
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For  Tournay's  treach'rous  tow'rs  can  tell 
Britannia's  children  greatly  fell. 

No  partial  virtue  of  the  plain  ! 
She  rous'd  the  lions  of  the  main: 
Hence  Vernon's*  little  fleet  succeeds, 
And  hence  the  gen'rous  Cornwall  bleeds !+ 
Hence  Green  villej  glorious ! — for  she  smil'd 
On  the  young  hero  from  a  child. 

Though  in  high  life  such  virtues  dwell, 
They  '11  suit  plebeian  breasts  as  well. 
Say  that  the  mighty  and  the  great 
Blaze  like  meridian  suns  of  state ; 
Effulgent  excellence  display, 
Like  Halifax,  in  floods  of  day; 
Our  lesser  orbs  may  pour  their  light, 
Like  the  mild  crescent  of  the  night. 
Though  pale  our  beams,  and  small  our  sphere, 
Still  we  may  shine  serene  and  clear. 

Give  to  the  judge  the  scarlet  gown, 
To  martial  souls  the  civic  crown  : 
What  then  1  is  merit  theirs  alone  ? 
Have  we  no  worth  to  call  our  own  ? 
Shall  we  not  vindicate  our  part, 
In  the  firm  breast  and  upright  heart? 
Reader,  these  virtues  may  be  thine, 
Though  in  superior  light  they  shine. 
I  can't  discharge  great  Hardwicke's  trust — 
True — but  my  soul  may  still  be  just. 
And  though  I  can't  the  state  defend, 
I  '11  draw  the  sword  to  serve  my  friend. 

Two  golden  virtues  are  behind, 
Of  equal  import  to  the  mind; 
Prudence,  to  point  out  Wisdom's  way, 
Or  to  reclaim  us  when  we  stray  ; 
Temp'rance,  to  guard  the  youthful  heart, 
When  Vice  and  Folly  throw  the  dart ; 
Each  virtue,  let  the  world  agree, 
Daily  resides  with  you  and  me. 

*  At  Porto-Bello. 
+  Against  the  combined  fleets  of  France  and  Spain. 
X  Died  in  a  later  engagement  with  the  Frejich  fleet. 


MARRIAGE.  265 

And  when  our  souls  in  Friendship  join, 
We  '11  deem  the  social  bond  divine ; 
Through  ev'ry  scene  maintain  our  trust, 
Nor  e'er  be  timid  or  unjust. 
That  breast,  where  Honour  builds  his  throne, 
That  breast,  which  Virtue  calls  her  own, 
Nor  int'rest  warps,  nor  fear  appals, 
When  danger  frowns,  or  lucre  calls. 
No  :  the  true  friend  collected  stands, 
Fearless  his  heart,  and  pure  his  hands. 
Let  int'rest  plead,  let  storms  arise, 
He  dares  be  honest,  though  he  dies. 

VISION  VII. 

Marriage. 
Inscribed  to  Miss  *  *  *  » 
Fairest,  this  vision  is  thy  due, 
I  form'd  th'  instructive  plan  for  you. 
Slight  not  the  rules  of  thoughtful  age, 
Your  welfare  actuates  every  page  ; 
But  ponder  well  my  sacred  theme, 
And  tremble  while  you  read  my  dream. 

Those  awful  words, '  Till  death  do  part,' 
May  well  alarm  the  youthful  heart : 
No  after-thought  when  once  a  wife ; 
The  die  is  cast,  and  cast  for  life; 
Yet  thousands  venture  ev'ry  day, 
As  some  base  passion  leads  the  way. 
Pert  Sylvia  talks  of  wedlock-scenes, 
Though  hardly  enter'd  on  her  teens; 
Smiles  on  her  whining  spark,  and  hears 
The  sugar'd  speech  with  raptur'd  ears  ; 
Impatient  of  a  parent's  rule, 
She  leaves  her  sire,  and  weds  a  fool. 
Want  enters  at  the  guardless  door, 
And  love  is  fled,  to  come  no  more. 

Some  few  there  are  of  sordid  mould, 
Who  barter  youth  and  bloom  for  gold ; 
Careless  with  what,  or  whom  they  mate, 
Their  ruling  passion  's  all  for  state. 
If  9 
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But  Hymen,  gen'rous,  just,  and  kind, 
Abhors  the  mercenary  mind : 
Such  rebels  groan  beneath  his  rod, 
For  Hymen  's  a  vindictive  god; 
Be  joyless  ev'ry  night,  he  said, 
And  barren  be  their  nuptial  bed. 

Attend,  my  fair,  to  wisdom's  voice, 
A  better  fate  shall  crown  thy  choice . 
A  married  life,  to  speak  the  best, 
Is  all  a  lottery  confest: 
Yet  if  my  fair  one  will  be  wise, 
I  will  insure  my  girl  a  prize ; 
Though  not  a  prize  to  match  thy  worth, 
Perhays  thy  equal  's  not  on  earth. 

'Tis  an  important  point  to  know, 
There  's  no  perfection  here  below. 
Man  's  an  odd  compound,  after  all, 
And  ever  has  been  since  the  Fall. 
Say,  that  he  loves  you  from  his  soul, 
Still  man  is  proud,  nor  brooks  control. 
And  though  a  slave  in  love's  soft  school, 
In  wedlock  claims  his  right  to  rule. 
The  best,  in  short,  has  faults  about  him, 
If  few  those  faults,  you  must  not  flout  him. 
With  some,  indeed,  you  can't  dispense, 
As  want  of  temper,  and  of  sense. 
For  when  the  sun  deserts  the  skies, 
And  the  dull  winter  evenings  rise, 
Then  for  a  husband's  social  pow'r, 
To  form  the  calm,  conversive  hour ; 
The  treasures  of  thy  breast  explore, 
From  that  rich  mine  to  draw  the  ore ; 
Fondly  each  gen'rous  thought  refine, 
And  give  thy  native  gold  to  shine ; 
Shew  thee,  as  really  thou  art, 
Though  fair,  yet  fairer  still  at  heart. 

Say,  when  life's  purple  blossoms  fade, 
As  soon  they  must,  thou  charming  maid ; 
When  in  thy  cheeks  the  roses  die, 
And  sickness  clouds  that  brilliant  eye  ; 
Say,  when  or  age  or  pains  invade, 
And  those  dear  limbs  shall  call  for  aid; 
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If  thou  art  fetter'd  to  a  fool, 

Shall  not  his  transient  passion  cool  ? 

And  when  thy  health  and  beauty  end, 

Shall  thy  weak  mate  persist  a  friend? 

But  to  a  man  of  sense,  my  dear, 

Ev'n  then  thou  lovely  shalt  appear; 

He  '11  share  the  griefs  that  wound  thy  heart, 

And  weeping  claim  the  larger  part; 

Though  age  impairs  that  beauteous  face, 

He  '11  prize  the  pearl  beyond  its  case. 

In  wedlock  when  the  sexes  meet, 
Friendship  is  only  then  complete. 
'  Blest  state  !  where  souls  each  other  draw, 
Where  love  is  liberty  and  law  !' 
The  choicest  blessing  found  below, 
That  man  can  wish,  or  heaven  bestow ! 
Trust  me,  these  raptures  are  divine, 
For  lovely  Chloe  once  was  mine ! 
Nor  fear  the  varnish  of  my  style, 
Though  poet,  I'm  estrang'd  to  guile. 
Ah  me!  my  faithful  lips  impart 
The  genuine  language  of  my  heart! 

When  bards  extol  their  patrons  high, 
Perhaps  'tis  gold  extorts  the  lie  ; 
Perhaps  the  poor  reward  of  bread — 
But  who  burns  incense  to  the  dead? 
He  whom  a  fond  affection  draws, 
Careless  of  censure,  or  applause ; 
Whose  soul  i3  upright  and  sincere, 
With  nought  to  wish,  and  nought  to  fear. 

Now  to  my  visionary  scheme 
Attend,  and  profit  by  my  dream. 

Amidst  the  slumbers  of  the  night, 
A  stately  temple  rose  to  sight; 
And  ancient  as  the  human  race, 
If  nature's  purposes  you  trace. 
This  fane,  by  all  the  wise  rever'd, 
To  Wedlock's  pow'rful  god  was  rear'd. 
Hard  by  I  saw  a  graceful  sage, 
His  locks  were  frosted  o'er  by  age; 
His  garb  was  plain,  his  mind  serene, 
And  wisdom  dignified  his  mien. 
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With  curious  search  his  name  I  sought, 
And  found  'twas  Hymen's  fav'rite — Thought. 

Apace  the  giddy  crowds  advance, 
And  a  lewd  satyr  led  the  dance: 
I  griev'd  to  see  whole  thousands  run, 
For  oh  !  what  thousands  were  undone ! 
The  sage,  when  these  mad  troops  he  spy'd, 
In  pity  flew  to  join  their  side : 
The  disconcerted  pairs  began 
To  rail  against  him,  to  a  man ; 
Vow'd  they  were  strangers  to  his  name, 
Nor  knew  from  whence  the  dotard  came. 

But  mark  the  sequel — for  this  truth 
Highly  concerns  th'  impetuous  youth : 
Long  ere  the  honey-moon  could  wane, 
Perdition  seiz'd  on  ev'ry  twain ; 
At  ev'ry  house,  and  all  day  long, 
Repentance  ply'd  her  scorpion  thong ; 
Disgust  was  there  with  frowning  mien, 
And  every  wayward  child  of  Spleen. 

Hymen  approach'd  his  awful  fane, 
Attended  by  a  num'rous  train : 
Love  with  each  soft  and  nameless  grace. 
Was  first  in  favour  and  in  place : 
Then  came  the  god  with  solemn  gait, 
Whose  ev'ry  word  was  big  with  fate; 
His  hand  a  flaming  taper  bore, 
That  sacred  symbol  fam'dof  yore : 
Virtue,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  charm, 
Sustain'd  the  god's  incumbent  arm ; 
Beauty  improv'd  the  glowing  scene 
With  all  the  roses  of  eighteen : 
Youth  led  the  gaily-smiling  fair, 
His  purple  pinions  wav'd  in  air : 
Wealth,  a  close  hunks,  walk'd  hobbling  nigh, 
With  vulture-claw,  and  eagle-eye, 
Who  three-score  years  had  seen,  or  more 
('Tis  said  his  coat  had  seen  a  score) ; 
Proud  was  the  wretch,  though  clad  in  rags, 
Presuming  much  upon  his  bags. 

A  female  next  her  arts  display'd, 
Poets  alone  can  paint  the  maid : 
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Trust  me,  Hogarth  (though  great  thy  fame), 
'T would  pose  thy  skill  to  draw  the  same ; 
And  yet  thy  mimic  pow'r  is  more 
Than  ever  painter's  was  before  : 
Now  she  was  fair  as  cygnet's  down, 
Now,  as  Mat  Prior's  Emma,  brown ; 
And,  changing  as  the  changing  flow'r, 
Her  dress  she  vary'd  ev'ry  hour: 
'Twas  Fancy,  child! — You  know  the  fair, 
Who  pins  your  gown,  and  sets  your  hair. 

Lo!  the  god  mounts  his  throne  of  state, 
And  sits  the  arbiter  of  fate : 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  drest, 
Gently  reclin'd  on  Virtue's  breast : 
Love  took  his  station  on  the  right, 
His  quiver  beam'd  with  golden  light. 
Beauty  usurp'd  the  second  place, 
Ambitious  of  distinguish'd  grace; 
She  claim'd  this  ceremonial  joy, 
Because  related  to  the  boy 
(Said  it  was  hers  to  point  his  dart, 
And  speed  its  passage  to  the  heart) ; 
While  on  the  god's  inferior  hand 
Fancy  and  Wealth  obtain'd  their  stand. 

And  now  the  hallow'd  rites  proceed, 
And  now  a  thousand  heart-strings  bleed. 
I  saw  a  blooming  trembling  bride, 
A  toothless  lover  join'd  her  side  ; 
Averse  she  turn'd  her  weeping  face, 
And  shudder'd  at  the  cold  embrace. 

But  various  baits  their  force  impart; 
Thus  titles  he  at  Celia's  heart : 
A  passion  much  too  foul  to  name, 
Costs  supercilious  prudes  their  fame  : 
Prudes  wed  to  publicans  and  sinners ; 
The  hungry  poet  weds  for  dinners. 

The  god  with  frown  indignant  view'd 
The  rabble  covetous  or  lewd ; 
By  ev'ry  vice  his  altars  stain'd, 
By  ev'ry  fool  his  rites  profan'd : 
When  Love  complain'd  of  Wealth  aloud, 
Affirming  Wealth  debauch'd  the  crowd ; 
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Drew  up  in  form  his  heavy  charge, 
Desiring  to  be  heard  at  large. 

The  god  consents,  the  throDg  divide, 
The  young  espous'd  the  plaintiff 's  side : 
The  old  declar'd  for  the  defendant, 
For  Age  is  Money's  sworn  attendant. 

Love  said,  that  wedlock  was  design'd 
By  gracious  Heav'n  to  match  the  mind; 
To  pair  the  tender  and  the  just, 
And  his  the  delegated  trust : 
That  Wealth  had  play'd  a  knavish  part, 
And  taught  the  tongue  to  wrong  the  heart; 
But  what  avails  the  faithless  voice  1 
The  injur'd  heart  disdains  the  choice. — 

Wealth  straight  reply'd,  that  Love  was  blind, 
And  talk'd  at  random  of  the  mind  : 
That  killing  eyes,  and  bleeding  hearts, 
And  all  th'  artillery  of  darts, 
Were  long  ago  exploded  fancies, 
And  laugh'd  at  even  in  romances. 
Poets  indeed  style  love  a  treat, 
Perhaps  for  want  of  better  meat : 
And  love  might  be  delicious  fare, 
Could  we,  like  poets,  live  on  air. 
But  grant  that  angels  feast  on  love 
(Those  purer  essences  above), 
Yet  Albion's  sons,  he  understood, 
Preferr'd  a  more  substantial  food. 
Thus  while  with  gibes  he  dress'd  his  cause, 
His  gray  admirers  hemm'd  applause. 

With  seeming  conquest  pert  and  proud, 
Wealth  shook  his  sides,  and  chuckled  loud ; 
When  Fortune,  to  restrain  his  pride, 
And  fond  to  favour  Love  beside, 
Op'ning  the  miser's  tape-ty'd  vest, 
Disclos'd  the  cares  which  stung  his  breast: 
Wealth  stood  abash'd  at  his  disgrace, 
And  a  deep  crimson  flush'd  his  face. 

Love  sweetly  simper'd  at  the  sight, 
His  gay  adherents  laugh'd  outright. 
The  god,  though  grave  his  temper,  smil'd,- 
For  Hymen  dearly  priz'd  the  child. 
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But  he  who  triumphs  o'er  his  brother, 
In  turn  is  laugh'd  at  by  another. 
Such  cruel  scores  we  often  find 
Repaid  the  criminal  in  kind. 
For  Poverty,  that  famish'd  fiend ! 
Ambitious  of  a  wealthy  friend, 
Advanc'd  into  the  Miser's  place, 
And  star'd  the  stripling  in  the  face ; 
Whose  lips  grew  pale,  and  cold  as  clay; 
I  thought  the  chit  would  swoon  away. 

The  god  was  studious  to  employ 
His  cares  to  aid  the  vanquish'd  boy ; 
And  therefore  issu'd  his  decree, 
That  the  two  parties  straight  agree. 
When  both  obey'd  the  god's  commands, 
And  Love  and  Riches  join'd  their  hands. 

What  wondrous  change  in  each  was  wrought, 

Believe  me,  fair,  surpasses  thought. 

If  Love  had  many  charms  before, 

He  now  had  charms  ten  thousand  more. 

If  Wealth  had  serpents  in  his  breast, 

They  now  were  dead,  or  lull'd  to  rest. 
Beauty,  that  vain  affected  thing, 

Who  join'd  the  hymeneal  ring, 

Approach'd  with  round  unthinking  face, 

And  thus  the  trifler  states  her  case: 

She  said,  that  Love's  complaints, 'twas  known, 

Exactly  tally'd  with  her  own; 

That  Wealth  had  learn'd  the  felon's  arts, 

And  robb'd  her  of  a  thousand  hearts ; 

Desiring  judgment  against  Wealth, 

For  falsehood,  perjury,  and  stealth  : 

All  which  she  could  on  oath  depose, 

And  hop'd  the  court  would  slit  his  nose. 
But  Hymen,  when  he  heard  her  name, 

Call'd  her  an  interloping  dame; 

Look'd  through  the  crowd  with  angry  state, 

And  blam'd  the  porter  at  the  gate, 

For  giving  entrance  to  the  fair, 

When  she  was  no  essential  there. 
To  sink  this  haughty  tyrant's  pride, 

He  order'd  Fancy  to  preside. 
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Hence,  when  debates  on  beauty  rise, 
And  each  bright  fair  disputes  the  prize, 
To  Fancy's  court  we  straight  apply, 
And  wait  the  sentence  of  her  eye ; 
In  Beauty's  realms  she  holds  the  seals, 
And  her  awards  preclude  appeals. 

VISION  VIII. 

Life. 

Let  not  the  young  my  precepts  shun  ; 

Who  slight  good  counsels,  are  undone. 

Your  poet  sung  of  Love's  delights, 

Of  halcyon  days  and  joyous  nights ; 

To  the  gay  fancy  lovely  themes ; 

And  fain  I  'd  hope  they  're  more  than  dreams. 

But,  if  you  please,  before  we  part, 

I  *d  speak  a  language  to  your  heart. 

We  '11  talk  of  Life,  though  much,  I  fear, 

Th'  ungrateful  tale  will  wound  your  ear. 

You  raise  your  sanguine  thoughts  too  high, 

And  hardly  know  the  reason  why ; 

But  say  Life's  tree  bear3  golden  fruit, 

Some  canker  shall  corrode  the  root; 

Some  unexpected  storm  shall  rise; 

Or  scorching  suns,  or  chilling  skies. 

And  (if  experienc'd  truths  avail) 

All  your  autumnal  hopes  shall  fail. 

•  But,  poet,  whence  such  wide  extremes  1 
Well  may  you  stile  your  labours  Dreams  ; 
A  son  of  sorrow  thou,  I  ween, 
Whose  visions  are  the  brats  of  Spleen. 
Is  bliss  a  vague  unmeaning  name, — 
Speak  then  the  passions'  use  or  aim  ; 
Why  rage  desires  without  control, 
And  rouse  such  whirlwinds  in  the  soul ; 
Why  Hope  erects  her  tow'ring  crest, 
And  laughs,  and  riots  in  the  breast  I 
Think  not,  my  weaker  brain  turns  round, 
Think  not,  I  tread  on  fairy  ground  : 
Think  not,  your  pulse  alone  beats  true, — 
Mine  makes  as  healthful  music  too. 
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Our  joys,  when  life's  soft  spring  we  trace, 
Put  forth  their  early  buds  apace. 
See  the  bloom  loads  the  tender  shoot, 
The  bloom  conceals  the  future  fruit. 
Yes,  manhood's  warm  meridian  sun 
Shall  ripen  what  in  spring  begun. 
Thus  infant  roses,  ere  they  blow, 
In  germinating  clusters  grow ; 
And  only  wait  the  summer's  ray, 
To  burst  and  blossom  to  the  day.' 

What  said  the  gay  unthinking  boy? — 
Methought  Hilario  talk'd  of  joy ! 
Tell,  if  thou  canst,  whence  joys  arise, 
Or  what  those  mighty  joys  you  prize. 
You  '11  find  (and  trust  superior  years) 
The  vale  of  life  a  vale  of  tears. 
Could  Wisdom  teach  where  joys  abound, 
Or  riches  purchase  them,  when  found, 
Would  sceptred  Solomon  complain, 
That  all  was  rieeting,  false,  and  vain; 
Yet  sceptred  Solomon  could  say, 
Returning  clouds  obscur'd  his  day. 
Those  maxims  which  the  preacher  drew, 
The  royal  sage  experienc'd  true. 
He  knew  the  various  ills  that  wait 
Our  infant  and  meridian  state  ; 
That  toys  our  earliest  thoughts  engage, 
And  difFrent  toys  maturer  age; 
That  grief  at  ev'ry  stage  appears, 
But  difPrent  griefs  at  diff  rent  years  ; 
That  vanity  is  seen,  in  part, 
Inscrib'd  on  ev'ry  human  heart ; 
In  the  child's  breast  the  spark  began, 
Grows  with  his  growth,  and  glares  in  man 
But  when  in  life  we  journey  late, 
If  follies  die,  do  griefs  abate  1 
Ah  !  what  is  life  at  fourscore  years? — ■ —  [tears ! 
One  dark,  rough  road  of  sighs,  groans,  pains,  and 

Perhaps  you  '11  think  I  act  the  same, 
As  a  sly  sharper  plays  his  game  : 
You  triumph  ev'ry  deal  that's  past, 
He 's  sure  to  triumph  at  the  last; 
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Who  often  wins  some  thousands  more 
Than  twice  the  sum  you  won  before. 
But  I  'm  a  loser  with  the  rest, 
For  Life  is  all  a  deal  at  best, 
Where  not  the  praise  of  wealth  or  fame, 
Repays  the  trouble  of  the  game 
(A  truth  no  winner  e'er  deny'd, 
An  hour  before  that  winner  died)  ; 
Not  that  with  me  these  prizes  shine, 
For  neither  fame  nor  wealth  are  mine. 
My  cards; — a  weak  plebeian  band, 
With  scarce  an  honour  in  my  hand. 
And,  since  my  trumps  are  very  few, 
What  have  I  more  to  boast  than  you! 
Nor  am  I  gainer  by  your  fall ! 
That  harlot  Fortune  bubbles  all. 

'Tis  truth  (receive  it  ill  or  well) 
'Tis  melancholy  truth  I  tell. 
Why  should  the  preacher  take  your  pence, 
And  smother  truth  to  flatter  sense  ? 
I  'm  sure,  physicians  have  no  merit, 
Who  kill,  through  lenity  of  spirit. 

That  Life 's  a  game,  divines  confess, 
This  says  at  cards,  and  that  at  chess : 
But  if  our  views  be  centred  here, 
'Tis  all  a  losing  game,  I  fear. 

Sailors,  you  know,  when  wars  obtain , 
And  hostile  vessels  crowd  the  main, 
If  they  discover  from  afar 
A  bark  as  distant  as  a  star, 
Hold  the  perspective  to  their  eyes, 
To  learn  its  colours,  strength,  and  size ; 
And  when  this  secret  once  they  know, 
Make  ready  to  receive  the  foe. 
Let  you  and  I  from  sailors  learn 
Important  truths  of  like  concern. 

I  clos'd  the  day,  as  custom  led, 
With  reading,  till  the  time  of  bed ; 
Where  Fancy,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Again  display'd  her  magic  pow'r 
(For  know,  that  Fancy,  like  a  spright, 
Prefers  the  silent  scenes  of  night). 
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She  lodg'd  me  in  a  neighb'ring  wood, 
No  matter  where  the  thicket  stood  ; 
The  genius  of  the  place  was  nigh, 
And  held  two  pictures  to  my  eye. 
The  curious  painter  had  pourtray'd 
Life  in  each  just  and  genuine  shade. 
They,  who  have  only  known  its  dawn, 
May  think  these  lines  too  deeply  drawn ; 
But  riper  years,  I  fear,  will  shew, 
The  wiser  artist  paints  too  true. 

One  piece  presents  a  rueful  wild, 
Where  not  a  summer 's  sun  had  smil'd: 
The  road  with  thorns  is  cover'd  wide, 
And  Grief  sits  weeping  by  the  side; 
Her  tears  with  constant  tenor  flow, 
And  form  a  mournful  lake  below ; 
Whose  silent  waters,  dark  and  deep, 
Through  all  the  gloomy  valley  creep. 

Passions  that  flatter,  or  that  slay, 
Are  beasts  that  fawn,  or  birds  that  prey. 
Here  Vice  assumes  the  serpent's  shape; 
There  Folly  personates  the  ape ; 
Here  Av'rice  gripes  with  harpies'  claws; 
There  Malice  grins  with  tiger's  jaws; 
While  sons  of  Mischief,  Art,  and  Guile, 
Are  alligators  of  the  Nile. 

Ev'n  Pleasure  acts  a  treacherous  part, 
She  charms  the  sense,  but  stings  the  heart ; 
And  when  she  gulls  us  of  our  wealth, 
Or  that  superior  pearl,  our  health, 
Restores  us  nought  but  pains  and  woe, 
And  drowns  us  in  the  lake  below. 

There  a  commission 'd  Angel  stands, 
With  desolation  in  his  hands ! 
He  sends  the  all-devouring  flame, 
And  cities  hardly  boast  a  name : 
Or  wings  the  pestilential  blast, 
And  lo !  ten  thousands  breathe  their  last : 
He  speaks — obedient  tempests  roar, 
And  guilty  nations  are  no  more : 
He  speaks — the  fury  Discord  raves, 
And  sweeps  whole  armies  to  their  graves  : 
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Or  Famine  lifts  her  mildew'd  hand, 
And  Hunger  howls  through  all  the  land. 

Oh!  what  a  wretch  is  man,  I  cry'd, 
Expos'd  to  death  on  ev'ry  side ! 
And  sure  as  born,  to  be  undone 
By  evils  which  he  cannot  shun ! 
Besides  a  thousand  baits  to  sin, 
A  thousand  traitors  lodg'd  within! 
For  soon  as  Vice  assaults  the  heart, 
The  rebels  take  the  demon's  part. 

I  sigh,  my  aching  bosom  bleeds; 
When  straight  the  milder  plan  succeeds. 
The  lake  of  tears,  the  dreary  shore, 
The  same  as  in  the  piece  before. 
Butgleams  of  light  are  here  display'd, 
To  cheer  the  eye  and  gild  the  shade. 
Affliction  speaks  a  softer  style, 
And  Disappointment  wears  a  smile. 
A  group  of  Virtues  blossom  near, 
Their  roots  improve  by  ev'ry  tear. 

Here  Patience,  gentle  maid!  is  nigh, 
To  calm  the  storm,  and  wipe  the  eye ; 
Hope  acts  the  kind  physician's  part, 
And  warms  the  solitary  heart ; 
Religion  nobler  comfort  brings, 
Disarms  our  griefs,  or  blunts  their  stings ; 
Points  out  the  balance  on  the  whole, 
And  Heav'n  rewards  the  struggling  soul. 

But  while  these  raptures  1  pursue, 
The  Genius  suddenly  withdrew. 

VISION  THE  LAST. 

Death. 

'Tis  thought  my  visions  are  too  grave;* 
A  proof  I  'm  no  designing  knave. 
Perhaps  if  int'rest  held  the  scales, 
I  had  devis'd  quite  diff'rent  tales; 
Had  join'd  the  laughing  low  buffoon, 
And  scribbled  satire  and  lampoon ; 
*  See  the  Monthly  Review  of  new  Books,  for  February,  !7ii . 
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Or  stirr'd  each  source  of  soft  desire. 
And  fannd  the  coals  of  wanton  fire ; 
Then  had  my  paltry  Visions  sold, 
Yes,  all  my  dreams  had  turn'd  to  gold; 
Had  prov'd  the  darlings  of  the  town, 
And  I — a  poet  of  renown  ! 

Let  not  my  awful  theme  surprise, 
Let  no  unmanly  fears  arise. 
I  wear  no  melancholy  hue, 
No  wreaths  of  cypress  or  of  yew. 
The  shroud,  the  coffin,  pall,  or  hearse, 
Shall  ne'er  deform  my  softer  verse  : 
Let  me  consign  the  fun'ral  plume, 
The  herald's  paint,  the  sculptur'd  tomb, 
And  all  the  solemn  farce  of  graves, 
To  undertakers  and  their  slaves. 

You  know,  that  moral  writers  say 
The  world 's  a  stage,  and  life  a  play; 
That  in  this  drama  to  succeed, 
Requires  much  thought  and  toil  indeed'. 
There  still  remains  one  labour  more, 
Perhaps  a  greater  than  before.  ■ 
Indulge  the  search,  and  you  shall  find 
The  harder  task  is  still  behind; 
That  harder  task,  to  quit  the  stage 

In  early  youth,  or  riper  age ; 
To  leave  the  company  and  place, 

With  firmness,  dignity,  and  grace. 

Come,  then,  the  closing  scenes  survey, 

'Tis  the  last  act  which  crowns  the  play. 

Do  well  this  grand  decisive  part, 

And  gain  the  plaudit  of  your  heart. 

Few  greatly  live  in  Wisdom's  eye — 

But  oh !  how  few  who  greatly  die! 

Who,  when  their  days  approach  an  end, 

Can  meet  the  foe,  as  friend  meets  friend. 
Instructive  heroes!  tell  us  whence 

Your  noble  scorn  of  flesh  and  sense! 

You  part  from  all  we  prize  so  dear, 

Nor  drop  one  soft  reluctant  tear: 

Part  from  those  tender  joys  of  life, 

The  friend,  the  parent,  child,  and  wife. 
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Death' .s  black  and  stormy  gulf  you  brave, 
And  ride  exulting  on  the  wave ; 
Deem  thrones  but  trifles  all! — no  more — 
Nor  send  one  wishful  look  to  shore. 

For  foreign  ports  and  lands  unknown. 
Thus  the  firm  sailor  leaves  his  own  ; 
Obedient  to  the  rising  gale, 
Unmoors  his  bark,  and  spreads  his  sail ; 
Defies  the  ocean,  and  the  wind, 
Nor  mourns  the  joys  he  leaves  behind. 

Is  Death  a  pow'rful  monarch?  True — 
Perhaps  you  dread  the  tyrant  too ! 
Fear,  like  a  fog,  precludes  the  light, 
Or  swells  the  object  to  the  sight. 
Attend  my  visionary  page, 
And  I  '11  disarm  the  tyrant's  rage. 
Come,  let  this  ghastly  form  appear, 
He 's  not  so  terrible  when  near. 
Distance  deludes  th'  unwary  eye, 
So  clouds  seem  monsters  in  the  sky : 
Hold  frequent  converse  with  him  now, 
He  '11  daily  wear  a  milder  brow. 
Why  is  my  theme  with  terror  fraught? 
Because  you  shun  these  frequent  thought. 
Say,  when  the  captive  pard  is  nigh, 
Whence  thy  pale  cheek  and  frighted  eye? 
Say,  why  dismay'd  thy  manly  breast, 
When  the  grim  lion  shakes  his  crest? 
Because  these  savage  sights  are  new — 
No  keeper  shudders  at  the  view. 
Keepers,  accustom'd  to  the  scene, 
Approach  the  dens  with  looks  serene; 
Fearless  their  grisly  charge  explore, 
And  smile  to  hear  the  tyrants  roar. 

'  Ay — but  to  die  !  to  bid  adieu ! 
An  everlasting  farewell  too! 
Farewell  to  ev'ry  joy  aroundl 
Oh!  the  heart  sickens  at  the  sound!' 

Stay,  stripling — thou  art  poorly  taught — 
Joy,  didst  thou  say? — discard  the  thought. 
Joys  are  a  rich  celestial  fruit, 
And  scorn  a  sublunary  root. 
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What  wears  the  face  of  joy  below, 
Is  often  found  but  splendid  woe. 
Joys  here,  like  unsubstantial  fame, 
Are  nothings  with  a  pompous  name ; 
Or  else,  like  comets  in  the  sphere, 
Shine  with  destruction  in  their  rear. 

Passions,  like  clouds,  obscure  the  sight, 
Hence  mortals  seldom  judge  aright, 
The  world's  a  harsh,  unfruitful  soil, 
Yet  still  we  hope,  and  still  we  toil; 
Deceive  ourselves  with  wondrous  art, 
And  disappointment  wrings  the  heart. 

Thus  when  a  mist  collects  around, 
And  hovers  o'er  a  barren  ground, 
The  poor  deluded  trav'ller  spies 
Imagin'd  trees  and  structures  rise; 
But  when  the  shrouded  sun  is  clear, 
The  desert  and  the  rocks  appear. 

1  Ah — but  when  youthful  blood  runs  high, 
Sure  'tis  a  dreadful  thing  to  die ! 
To  die !  and  what  exalts  the  gloom, 
I  'm  told  that  man  survives  the  tomb ! 
O  !  can  the  learned  prelate  find 
What  future  scenes  await  the  mind? 
Where  wings  the  soul,  dislodg'd  from  clayt 
Some  courteous  angel  point  the  way ! 
That  unknown  somewhere  in  the  skies ! 
Say,  where  that  unknown  somewhere  lies ; 
And  kindly  prove,  when  life  is  o'er, 
That  pains  and  sorrows  are  no  more. 
Por  doubtless  dying  is  a  curse, 
If  present  ills  be  chang'd  for  worse.' 

Hush,  my  young  friend,  forego  the  theme, 
And  listen  to  your  poet's  dream. 

Erewhile  I  took  an  evening  walk, 
Honorio  join'd  in  social  talk. 
Along  the  lawns  the  zephyrs  sweep, 
Each  ruder  wind  was  lull'd  asleep. 
The  sky,  all  beauteous  to  behold, 
Was  streak'd  with  azure,  green,  and  gold; 
But,  though  serenely  soft  and  fair, 
Fever  hung  brooding  in  the  air ; 
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Then  settled  on  Honorio's  breast, 
Which  shudder'd  at  the  fatal  guest. 
No  drugs  the  kindly  wish  fulfil, 
Disease  eludes  the  doctor's  skill. 
The  poison  spreads  through  all  the  frame, 
Ferments,  and  kindles  into  flame. 
From  side  to  side  Honorio  turns, 
And  now  with  thirst  insatiate  burns. 
His  eyes  resign  their  wonted  grace, 
Those  friendly  lamps  expire  apace ! 
The  brain  's  a  useless  organ  grown, 
And  Reason  tumbled  from  his  throne. — 

But  while  the  purple  surges  glow, 
The  currents  thicken  as  they  flow ; 
The  blood  in  ev'ry  distant  part 
Stagnates  and  disappoints  the  heart; 
Defrauded  of  its  crimson  store, 
The  vital  engine  plays  no  more. 

Honorio  dead,  the  fun'ral  bell 
Call'd  ev'ry  friend  to  bid  farewell. 
I  join'd  the  melancholy  bier, 
And  dropp'd  the  unavailing  tear. 

The  clock  struck  twelve — when  nature  sought 
Repose  from  all  the  pangs  of  thought; 
And  while  my  limbs  were  sunk  to  rest, 
A  vision  sooth'd  my  troubled  breast. 

I  dream'd  the  spectre  Death  appear'd, 
I  dream'd  his  hollow  voice  I  heard! 
Methought  th'  imperial  tyrant  wore 
A  state  no  prince  assum'd  before. 
All  nature  fetch'd  a  gen'ral  groan, 
And  lay  expiring  round  his  throne. 

I  gaz'd — when  straight  arose  to  sight 
The  most  detested  fiend  of  night. 
He  shuffled  with  unequal  pace, 
And  conscious  shame  deform'd  his  face- 
With  jealous  leer  he  squinted  round, 
Or  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
From  hell  this  frightful  monster  came, 
Sin  was  his  sire,  and  Guilt  his  name. 

Thi3  fury,  with  officious  care, 
Waited  around  the  sov'reign's  chair: 


DEATH.  281 

In  robes  of  terrors  drest  the  king, 
And  arm'd  him  with  a  baneful  sting; 
Gave  fierceness  to  the  tyrant's  eye, 
And  hung  his  sword  upon  his  thigh. 
Diseases  next,  a  hideous  crowd! 
Proclaim'd  their  master's  empire  loud; 
And,  all  obedient  to  his  will, 
Flew  in  commission'd  troops  to  kill. 

A  rising  whirlwind  shakes  the  poles, 
And  lightning  glares,  and  thunder  rolls. 
The  monarch  and  his  train  prepare 
To  range  the  foul  tempestuous  air. 
Straight  to  his  shoulders  he  applies 
Two  pinions  of  enormous  size  I 
Methought  I  saw  the  ghastly  form 
Stretch  his  black  wings,  and  mount  the  storm, 
When  fancy's  airy  horse  I  strode, 
And  join'd  the  army  on  the  road. 
As  the  grim  conqu'ror  urg'd  his  way, 
He  scatter'd  terror  and  dismay. 
Thousands  a  pensive  aspect  wore, 
Thousands  who  sneer'd  at  Death  before. 
Life's  records  rise  on  ev'ry  side, 
And  Conscience  spreads  those  volumes  wide ; 
Which  faithful  registers  were  brought 
By  pale-ey'd  Fear  and  busy  Thought. 
Those  faults  which  artful  men  conceal, 
Stand  here  engrav'd  with  pen  of  steel, 
By  Conscience,  that  impartial  scribe ! 
Whose  honest  palm  disdains  a  bribe. 
Their  actions  all  the  critics  view, 
And  all  like  faithful  critics  too. 
As  guilt  had  stain'd  life's  various  stage, 
What  tears  of  blood  bedew'd  the  page ! 
All  shudder'd  at  the  black  account, 
And  scarce  believ'd  the  vast  amount! 
All  vow'd  a  sudden  change  of  heart, 
Would  Death  relent,  and  sheathe  his  dart: 
But,  when  the  awful  foe  withdrew, 
All  to  their  follies  fled  anew. 

So,  when  a  wolf,  who  scours  at  large, 
N 
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Springs  on  the  shepherd's  fleecy  charge, 
The  flock  in  wild  disorder  fly, 
And  cast  hehind  a  frequent  eye ; 
But  when  the  victim  's  home  away, 
They  rush  to  pasture  and  to  play. 

Indulge  my  dream,  and  let  my  pen 
Paint  those  unmeaning  creatures,  Men. 

Carus,  with  pains  and  sickness  worn, 
Chides  the  slow  night,  and  sighs  for  morn ; 
Soon  as  he  views  the  eastern  ray, 
He  mourns  the  quick  return  of  day; 
Hourly  laments  protracted  breath, 
And  courts  the  healing  hand  of  Death. 

Venes,  oppress'd  with  guilt  and  shame, 
Shipwreck'd  in  fortune,  health,  and  fame, 
Pines  for  his  dark  sepulchral  bed, 
To  mingle  with  th'  unheeded  dead. 

With  fourscore  years  gray  Natho  bends 
A  burden  to  himself  and  friends; 
And  with  impatience  seems  to  wait 
The  friendly  hand  of  ling'ring  fate. 
So  hirelings  wish  their  labour  done, 
And  often  eye  the  western  sun. 

The  monarch  hears  their  various  grief, 
Descends,  and  brings  the  wish'd  relief. 
On  Death,  with  wild  surprise  they  star'd; 
All  seem'd  averse !  All  unprepar'd ! 

As  torrents  sweep  with  rapid  force, 
The  grave's  pale  Chief  pursu'd  his  course. 
No  human  pow'r  can  or  withstand 
Or  shun  the  conquests  of  his  hand. 
Oh !  could  the  prince  of  upright  mind, 
And,  as  a  guardian  angel,  kind, 
With  ev'ry  heart-felt  worth  beside, 
Turn  the  keen  shaft  of  Death  aside, 
When  would  the  brave  Augustus  join 
The  ashes  of  his  sacred  line? 
But  Death  maintains  no  partial  war, 
He  mocks  a  sultan  or  a  czar. 

He  lays  his  iron  hand  on  all 

Yes,  kings,  and  sons  of  kings,  must  fall ! 
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A  truth  Britannia  lately  felt, 
And  trembled  to  her  centre! * 

Could  ablest  statesmen  ward  the  blow, 
Would  Granville  own  this  common  foe  ? 
For  greater  talents  ne'er  were  known 
To  grace  the  fav'rite  of  a  throne. 

Could  genius  save — wit,  learning,  fire — 
Tell  me,  would  Chesterfield  expire? 
Say,  would  his  glorious  sun  decline, 
And  set  like  your  pale  star  or  mine  ? 

Could  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  sky 

Would  Herring.t  Butler ,}  Secker§  die  1 

Why  this  address  to  peerage  all 

Untitled  Allen's  virtues  call! 
If  Allen's  worth  demands  a  place, 
Lords,  with  your  leave,  'tis  no  disgrace. 
Though  high  your  ranks  in  heralds'  rolls, 
Know  Virtue  too  ennobles  souls. 
By  her  that  private  man 's  renown'd, 
Who  pours  a  thousand  blessings  round. 
While  Allen  takes  afllicrion's  part, 
And  draws  out  all  his  gen'rous  heart, 
Anxious  to  seize  the  fleeting  day, 
Lest  unimprov'd  it  steal  away; 
While  thus  he  walks  with  jealous  strife 
Through  goodness,  as  he  walks  through  life, 
Shall  not  I  mark  his  radiant  path  ? — 
Rise,  Muse,  and  sing  the  Man  of  Bath! 
Publish  abroad,  could  goodness  save, 
Allen  would  disappoint  the  grave; 
Translated  to  the  heav'nly  shore, 
Like  Enoch,  when  his  walk  was  o'er. 

Not  Beauty's  pow'rful  pleas  restrain — 
Her  pleas  are  trifling,  weak,  and  vain  ; 
For  women  pierce  with  shrieks  the  air, 
Smite  their  bare  breasts,  and  rend  their  hair. 
All  have  a  doleful  tale  to  tell, 
Hew  friends,  sons,  daughters,  husbands  fell! 

*  Referring:  to  the  death  of  his  late  Royal  Highness  Frederick 
Prince  of  Wales. 

t  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
X  Late  Bishop  of  Durham. 
§  Bishop  of  Oxford. 
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Alas!  is  life  our  fav'rite  theme? 
'Tis  all  a  vain,  or  painful  dream. 
A  dream  which  fools  or  cowards  prize, 
But  slighted  by  the  brave  or  wise. 
Who  lives,  for  others'  ills  must  groan, 
Or  bleed  for  sorrows  of  his  own ; 
Must  journey  on  with  weeping  eye, 
Then  pant,  sink,  agonize,  and  die. 

And  shall  a  man  arraign  the  skies, 
Because  man  lives,  and  mourns,  and  dies? 
Impatient  reptile !  Reason  cry'd ; 
Arraign  thy  passion  and  thy  pride. 
Retire,  and  commune  with  thy  heart, 
Ask,  whence  thou  cam'st,  and  what  thou  art. 
Explore  thy  body  and  thy  mind, 
Thy  station  too,  why  here  assign'd. 
The  search  shall  teach  thee  life  to  prize, 
And  make  thee  grateful,  good,  and  wise. 
Why  do  you  roam  to  foreign  climes. 
To  study  nations,  modes,  and  times; 
A  science  often  dearly  bought, 
And  often  what  avails  you  nought? 
Go,  Man,  and  act  a  wiser  part, 
Study  the  science  of  your  heart. 
This  home  Philosophy,  you  know, 
Was  priz'd  some  thousand  years  ago.* 
Then  why  abroad  a  frequent  guest? 
Why  such  a  stranger  to  your  breast? 
Why  turn  so  many  volumes  o'er, 
Till  Dodsley  can  supply  no  more? 
Not  all  the  volumes  on  thy  shelf, 
Are  worth  that  single  volume,  Self. 
For  who  this  sacred  book  declines, 
Howe'er  in  other  arts  he  shines ; 
Though  smit  with  Pindar's  noble  rage, 
Or  vers'd  in  Tully's  manly  page ; 
Though  deeply  read  in  Plato's  school ; 
With  all  his  knowledge  is  a  fool. 

Proclaim  the  truth — Say,  what  is  man  ? 
His  body  from  the  dust  began ; 

*  Know  Thyself,  a  celebrated  saying  of  Chilo,  one  of  the  seven 
wise  men  of  Greece. 
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And  when  a  few  short  years  are  o'er, 
The  crumbling  fabric  is  no  more. 

But  whence  the  soul?    From  Heav'n  it  came  ! 
Oh  !  prize  this  intellectual  flame: 
This  nobler  self  with  rapture  3can, 
'Tis  mind  alone  which  makes  the  man. 
Trust  me,  there's  not  a  joy  on  earth, 
But  from  the  soul  derives  its  birth. 
Ask  the  young  rake  (he  '11  answer  right) 
Who  treats  by  day,  and  drinks  by  night, 
What  makes  his  entertainments  shine, 
What  gives  the  relish  to  his  wine ; 
He  '11  tell  thee  (if  he  scorns  the  beast), 
That  social  pleasures  form  the  feast. 
The  charms  of  beauty  too  shall  cloy, 
Unless  the  soul  exalts  the  joy. 
The  mind  must  animate  the  face, 
Or  cold  and  tasteless  ev'ry  grace. 

What!  must  the  soul  her  pow'rs  dispense 
To  raise  and  swell  the  joys  of  sense1? — 
Know  too,  the  joys  of  sense  control 
And  clog  the  motions  of  the  soul; 
Forbid  her  pinions  to  aspire, 
Damp  and  impair  her  native  fire: 
And  sure  as  Sense  (that  tyrant!)  reigns, 
She  holds  the  empress,  Soul,  in  chains. 
Inglorious  bondage  to  the  mind, 
Heaven-born,  sublime,  and  unconfin'd! 
She  's  independent,  fair,  and  great, 
And  justly  claims  a  large  estate; 
She  asks  no  borrow'd  aids  to  shine, 
She  boasts  within  a  golden  mine; 
But,  like  the  treasures  of  Peru, 
Her  wealth  lies  deep,  and  far  from  view. 
Say,  shall  the  man  who  knows  her  worth, 
Debase  her  dignity  and  birth ; 
Or  e'er  repine  at  Heaven's  decree, 
Who  kindly  gave  her  leave  to  be  ; 
Call'd  her  from  nothing  into  day, 
And  built  her  tenement  of  clay  1 
Hear  and  accept  me  for  your  guide 
(Reason  shall  ne'er  desert  your  side)  : 
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Who  listens  to  my  wiser  voice, 
Can't  but  applaud  his  Maker's  choice  ; 
Pleas'd  with  that  First  and  Sov 'reign  cause, 
Plea3'd  with  unerring  Wisdom's  laws ; 
Secure,  since  Sov'reign  Goodness  reigns, 
Secure,  since  Sov'reign  Pow'r  obtains. 

With  curious  eyes  review  thy  frame, 
This  science  shall  direct  thy  claim. 
Dost  thou  indulge  a  double  view, 
A  long,  long  life,  and  happy  too? 
Perhaps  a  farther  boon  you  crave — 
To  lie  down  easy  in  the  grave? 
Know  then  my  dictates  must  prevail, 
Or  surely  each  fond  wish  shall  fail. 

Come  then,  is  Happiness  thy  aim? 
Let  mental  joys  be  all  thy  game. 
Repeat  the  search,  and  mend  your  pace, 
The  capture  shall  reward  the  chace. 
Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  springs, 
Convey  fresh  knowledge  on  its  wings ; 
Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  flies, 
Record  thee  good  as  well  as  wise. 
While  such  pursuits  your  thoughts  engage, 
In  a  few  years  you  '11  live  an  age. 
Who  measures  life  by  rolling  years? 
Fools  measure  by  revolving  spheres. — 
Go  thou,  and  fetch  th'  unerring  rule 
From  Virtue's,  and  from  Wisdom's  school. 
Who  well  improves  life's  shortest  day, 
Will  scarce  regret  its  setting  ray ; 
Contented  with  his  share  of  light, 
Nor  fear  nor  wish  th*  approach  of  night. 
And  when  disease  assaults  the  heart, 
When  sickness  triumphs  over  art, 
Reflections  on  a  life  well  past, 
Shall  prove  a  cordial  to  the  last ; 
This  med'cine  shall  the  soul  sustain, 
And  soften  or  suspend  her  pain ; 
Shall  break  Death's  fell  tyrannic  pow'r, 
And  calm  the  troubled  dying  hour. 

Blest  rules  of  cool  prudential  age  I 
I  listen'd,  and  rever'd  the  sage. 
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When,  Jo !  a  form  divinely  bright 
Descends  and  bursts  upon  my  sight, 
A  seraph  of  illustrious  birth  ! 
(Religion  was  her  name  on  earth  ;) 
Supremely  sweet  her  radiant  face, 
And  blooming  with  celestial  grace! 
Three  shining  cherubs  form'd  her  train, 
Wav'd  their  light  wings,  and  reach'd  the  plain, 
Faitla,  with  sublime  and  piercing  eye, 
And  pinions  flutt'ring  for  the  sky: 
Here  Hope,  that  smiling  angel,  stands, 
And  golden  anchors  grace  her  hands; 
There  Charity,  in  robes  of  white, 
Fairest  and  faj'rite  maid  of  light! 

The  seraph  spake — 'Tis  Reason's  part, 
To  govern  and  to  guard  the  heart; 
To  lull  the  wayward  soul  to  rest, 
When  hopes  and  fears  distract  the  breast. 
Reason  may  calm  this  doubtful  strife, 
And  steer  thy  bark  through  various  life  : 
But  when  the  storms  of  death  are  nigh, 
And  midnight  darkness  veils  the  sky, 
Shall  Reason  then  direct  thy  sail, 
Disperse  the  clouds,  or  sink  the  gale  ? 
Stranger,  this  skill  alone  is  mine, 
Skill !  that  transcends  his  scanty  line. 

That  hoary  sage  has  counsell'd  right — 
Be  wise,  nor  scorn  his  friendly  light. 
Revere  thyself — thou'rt  near  ally'd 
To  angels  on  thy  better  side. 
How  various  e'er  their  ranks  or  kinds, 
Angels  are  but  unbodied  minds ; 
When  the  partition-walls  decay, 
Men  emerge  angels  from  their  clay. 

Yes,  when  the  frailer  body  dies, 
The  soul  asserts  her  kindred  skies. 
But  minds,  though  sprung  from  heav'nly  race, 
Must  first  be  tutor'd  for  the  place 
(The  joys  above  are  understood, 
And  relish'd  only  by  the  good). 
Who  shall  assume  this  guardian  care? 
Who  shall  secure  their  birthright  there  1 
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Souls  are  my  charge — to  me  'tis  giv'n 
To  train  them  for  their  native  heav'n. 

Know  then — Who  bow  the  early  knee, 
And  give  the  willing  heart  to  me ; 
Who  wisely,  when  Temptation  waits, 
Elude  her  frauds,  and  spurn  her  baits  ; 
Who  dare  to  own  my  injur'd  cause 
(Though  fools  deride  my  sacred  laws)  ; 
Or  scorn  to  deviate  to  the  wrong, 
Though  Persecution  lifts  her  thong; 
Though  all  the  sons  of  hell  conspire 
To  raise  the  stake,  and  light  the  fire  ; 
Know,  that  for  such  superior  souls, 
There  lies  a  bliss  beyond  the  poles ; 
Where  spirits  shine  with  purer  ray, 
And  brighten  to  meridian  day ; 
Where  Love,  where  boundless  Friendship  rules, 
(No  friends  that  change,  do  love  that  cools  !) 
Where  rising  floods  of  knowledge  roll, 
And  pour  and  pour  upon  the  soul ! 

But  where's  the  passage  to  the  skies? — 
The  road  through  Death's  black  valley  lies. 
Nay,  do  not  shudder  at  my  tale — 
Though  dark  the  shades,  yet  safe  the  vale. 
This  path  the  best  of  men  have  trod, 
And  who  'd  decline  the  road  to  God? 
Oh  !  'tis  a  glorious  boon  to  die  .' 
This  favour  can't  be  priz'd  too  high. 

While  thus  she  spake,  my  looks  express' d 
The  raptures  kindling  in  my  breast : 
My  soul  a  nx'd  attention  gave; 
When  the  stern  Monarch  of  tha  Grave 
With  haughty  strides  approach'd— Amaz'd 
I  stood,  and  trembled  as  1  gaz'd. 
The  seraph  calm'd  each  anxious  fear, 
And  kindly  wip'd  the  falling  tear; 
Then  hasten'd  with  expanded  wing 
To  meet  the  pale  terrific  King. 
But  now  what  milder  scenes  arise ! 
The  tyrant  drops  his  hostile  guise. 
He  seems  a  youth  divinely  fair, 
In  graceful  ringlets  waves  his  hair. 
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His  wings  their  whitening  plumes  display, 
His  burnish'd  plumes  reflect  the  day. 
Light  flows  his  shining  azure  vest, 
And  all  the  angel  stands  confest 

I  view'd  the  change  with  sweet  surprise, 
And  oh !  I  panted  for  the  skies ; 
Thank'd  Heav'n,  that  e'er  I  drew  my  breath, 
And  triumph'd  in  the  thoughts  of  Death. 
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FABLES 


THE     FEMALE      SEX. 


BY  EDWARD  MOORE. 


PREFACE. 

The  following  Fables  were  written  at  intervals,  when 
I  found  myself  in  humour,  and  disengaged  from  mat- 
ters of  great  moment.  As  they  are  the  writings  of  an 
idle  hour,  so  they  are  intended  for  the  reading  of 
those,  whose  only  business  is  amusement.  My  hopes 
of  profit,  or  applause,  are  not  immoderate ;  nor  have 
I  printed  through  necessity,  or  request  of  friends.  I 
have  leave  from  her  Royal  Highness  to  address  her, 
and  I  claim  the  Fair  for  my  readers.  My  fears  are 
lighter  than  my  expectations ;  I  wrote  to  please  my- 
self, and  I  publish  to  please  others  ;  and  this  so  uni- 
versally, that  I  have  not  wished  for  correctness  to  rob 
the  critic  of  his  censure,  or  my  friend  of  his  laugh. 

My  intimates  are  few,  and  I  am  not  solicitous  to  in- 
crease them.  I  have  learnt  that  where  the  writer 
would  please,  the  man  should  be  unknown.  An 
author  is  the  reverse  of  all  other  objects,  and  magni- 
fies by  distance,  but  diminishes  by  approach.  His  pri- 
vate attachments  must  give  place  to  public  favour ;  for 
no  man  can  forgive  his  friend  the  ill-natured  attempt 
of  being  thought  wiser  than  himself. 

To  avoid  therefore  the  misfortunes  that  may  attend 
me  from  my  accidental  success,  I  think  it  necessary  to 
inform  those  who  know  me,  that  1  have  been  assisted 
in  the  following  papers  by  the  author  of  Gustavus  Vasa. 
Let  the  crime  of  pleasing  be  his,  whose  talents  as  a 
writer,  and  whose  virtue  as  a  man,  have  rendered  him 
a  living  affront  to  the  whole  circle  of  his  acquaintance. 
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FABLE  I. 

The  Eagle  and  the  Assembly  of  Birds. 

To  her  Royal  Highness  the  Princess  of  Wales. 
The  moral  lay,  to  beauty  due, 
I  write,  fair  excellence,  to  you ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  hope  my  vacant  hours 
Have  been  employed  to  sweeten  yours. 
Truth  under  fiction  I  impart, 
To  weed  out  folly  from  the  heart, 
And  shew  the  paths  that  lead  astray 
The  wand'ring  nymph  from  wisdom's  way. 

I  flatter  none.    The  great  and  ^ood 
Are  by  their  actions  understood; 
Your  monuments  if  actions  raise, 
Shall  I  deface  by  idle  praise  ? 
I  echo  not  the  voice  of  fame, 
That  dwells  delighted  on  your  name  ; 
Her  friendly  tale,  however  true, 
Were  flatt'ry  if  I  told  it  you. 

The  proud,  the  envious,  and  the  vain , 
The  jilt,  the  prude,  demand  my  strain ; 
To  these,  detesting  praise,  I  write, 
And  vent,  in  charity,  my  spite  : 
With  friendly  hand  I  hold  the  glass 
To  all,  promiscuous  as  they  pass ; 
Should  folly  there  her  likeness  view, 
I  fret  not  that  the  mirror 's  true  ; 
If  the  fantastic  form  offend, 
I  made  it  not,  but  would  amend. 

Virtue  in  every  clime  and  age, 
Spurns  at  the  folly-soothing  page, 
While  satire,  that  offends  the  ear 
Of  vice  and  passion,  pleases  her. 
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Premising  this,  your  anger  spare, 
And  claim  the  fahle,  you  who  dare. 

The  birds  in  place  by  factions  press'd, 
To  Jupiter  their  pray'rs  address'd; 
By  specious  lies  the  state  was  vex'd, 
Their  counsels  libellers  perplex'd ; 
They  begg'd  (to  stop  seditious  tongues) 
A  gracious  hearing  of  their  wrongs. 
Jove  grants  their  suit.    The  Eagle  sate, 
Decider  of  the  grand  debate. 

The  Pye,  to  trust  and  pow'r  preferr'd, 
Demands  permission  to  be  heard ; 
Says  he,  Prolixity  of  phrase 
You  know  I  hate.    This  libel  says, 
'  Some  birds  there  are,  who, prone  to  noise, 
Are  hir'd  to  silence  wisdom's  voice  ; 
And,  skill'd  to  chatter  out  the  hour, 
Rise  by  their  emptiness  to  pow'r/ 
That  this  is  aim'd  direct  at  me, 
No  doubt,  you'll  readily  agree ; 
Yet  well  this  sage  assembly  knows, 
By  parts  to  government  I  rose ; 
My  prudent  counsels  prop  the  state, 
Magpies  were  never  known  to  prate. 

The  Kite  rose  up.    His  honest  heart 
In  virtue's  suff'rings  bore  a  part, 
That  there  were  birds  of  prey  he  knew, 
So  far  the  libeller  said  true  ; 
•  Voracious,  bold,  to  rapine  prone, 
Who  knew  no  int'rest  but  their  own ; 
Who  hov'ring  o'er  the  farmer's  yard, 
Nor  pigeon,  chick,  nor  duckling  spar'd.' 
This  might  be  true,  but  if  apply 'd 
To  him,  in  troth,  the  sland'rer  lied. 
Since  ign'rance  then  might  be  misled, 
Such  things,  he  thought,  were  best  unsaid. 

The  Crow  was  vex'd.    As  yester-morn 
He  flew  across  the  new-sown  corn, 
A  screaming  boy  was  set  for  pay, 
He  knew,  to  drive  the  crows  away; 
Scandal  had  found  him  out  in  turn, 
And  buzz'd  abroad,  that  crows  lov'd  corn. 
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The  Owl  arose,  with  solemn  face, 
And  thus  harangu'd  upon  the  case  ; 
That  magpies  prate,  it  may  be  true, 
A  Kite  may  be  voracious  too  ; 
Crows  sometimes  deal  in  new-sown  peas: 
He  libels  not,  who  strikes  at  these  : 
The  slander 's  here — •  But  there  are  birds, 
Whose  wisdom  lies  in  looks,  not  words; 
Blund'rers,  who  level  in  the  dark, 
And  always  shoot  beside  the  mark.' 
He  names  not  me;  but  these  are  hints 
Which  manifest  at  whom  he  squints  ; 
I  were  indeed  that  blund'ring  fowl, 
To  question  if  he  meant  an  owl. 

Ye  wretches,  hence!  the  Eagle  cries, 
'Tis  conscience,  conscience  that  applies ; 
The  virtuous  mind  takes  no  alarm, 
Secur'd  by  innocence  from  harm; 
W'hile  guilt,  and  his  associate,  fear, 
Are  startled  at  the  passing  air. 

FABLE  II. 

The  Panther,  the  Horse,  and  other  Beasts. 

The  man,  who  seeks  to  win  the  fair 
(So  custom  says)  must  truth  forbear  ; 
Must  fawn  and  flatter,  cringe  and  lie, 
And  raise  the  goddess  to  the  sky  ; 
For  truth  is  hateful  to  her  ear, 
A  rudeness  which  she  cannot  bear. 
A  rudeness  1  Yes,  I  speak  my  thoughts, 
For  truth  upbraids  her  with  her  faults. 

How  wretched,  Chloe,  then  am  I, 
Who  love  you,  and  yet  cannot  lie ! 
And  still  to  make  you  less  my  friend, 
I  strive  your  errors  to  amend ! 
But  shall  the  senseless  fop  impart 
The  softest  passion  to  your  heart, 
While  he,  who  tells  you  honest  truth, 
And  points  to  happiness  your  youth, 
Determines,  by  his  care,  his  lot, 
And  lives  neglected  and  forgot? 
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Trust  me,  my  dear,  with  greater  ease 
Your  taste  for  flatt'ry  I  could  please, 
And  similes  in  each  dull  line, 
Like  glow-worms  in  the  dark,  should  shine. 
What,  if  I  say  your  lips  disclose 
The  freshness  of  the  op'ning  rose  ? 
Or  that  your  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs, 
Enripen'd  by  refreshing  show'rs  ? 
Yet  certain  as  these  flow'rs  shall  fade, 
Time  every  beauty  will  invade. 
The  butterfly,  of  various  hue, 
More  than  the  flow'r  resembles  you  ; 
Fair,  flutt'ring,  fickle,  busy  thing, 
To  pleasure  ever  on  the  wing, 
Gaily  coquetting  for  an  hour, 
To  die,  and  ne'er  be  thought  of  more. 

Would  you  the  bloom  of  youth  should  last? 
'Tis  virtue  that  must  bind  it  fast ; 
An  easy  carriage,  wholly  free 
From  sour  reserve,  or  levity; 
Good-natur'd  mirth,  an  open  heart, 
And  looks  unskill'd  in  any  art ; 
Humility,  enough  to  own 
The  frailties,  which  a  friend  makes  known ; 
And  decent  pride,  enough  to  know 
The  worth,  that  virtue  can  bestow. 
These  are  the  charms  which  ne'er  decay, 
Though  youth  and  beauty  fade  away, 
And  time,  which  all  things  else  removes, 
Still  heightens  virtue,  and  improves. 

You'll  frown,  and  ask,  To  what  intent 
This  blunt  address  to  you  is  sent ! 
I  '11  spare  the  question,  and  confess 
I  'd  praise  you  if  I  lov'd  you  less ; 
But  rail,  be  angry,  or  complain, 
I  will  be  rude  while  you  are  vain. 

Beneath  a  lion's  peaceful  reign, 
When  beasts  met  friendly  on  the  plain, 
A  Panther  of  majestic  port 
(The  vainest  female  of  the  court), 
With  spotted  skin,  and  eyes  of  fire, 
Fill'd  every  bosom  with  desire. 
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Where'er  she  mov'd,  a  servile  crowd 
Of  fawning  creatures  cring'd  and  bow'd  : 
Assemblies  every  week  she  held 
(Like  modern  belles),  with  coxcombs  fill'd, 
Where  noise,  and  nonsense,  and  grimace, 
And  lies  and  scandal  fill'd  the  place. 

Behold  the  gay  fantastic  thing, 
Encircled  by  the  spacious  ring, 
Low-bowing,  with  important  look, 
As  first  in  rank,  the  Monkey  spoke. 
*  Gad  take  me,  madam,  but  I  swear, 
No  angel  ever  look'd  so  fair  ; 
Forgive  my  rudeness,  but  I  vow, 
You  were  not  quite  divine  till  now ; 
Those  limbs  !  that  shape  !   and  then  those  eyes, 
O,  close  them,  or  the  gazer  dies!' 

'  Nay,  gentle  pug,  for  goodness  hush, 
I  vow,  and  swear,  you  make  me  blush ; 
I  shall  be  angry  at  this  rate  ; 
'Tis  so  like  flatt'ry,  which  I  hate.' 

The  Fox,  in  deeper  cunning  vers'd, 
The  beauties  of  her  mind  rehears'd, 
And  talk'd  of  knowledge,  taste,  and  sense, 
To  which  the  fair  have  vast  pretence; 
Yet  well  he  knew  them  always  vain 
Of  what  they  strive  not  to  attain, 
And  play'd  so  cunningly  his  part, 
That  pug  was  rivall'd  in  his  art. 

The  Goat  avow'd  his  am'rous  flame, 
And  burnt — for  what  he  durst  not  name ; 
Yet  hop'd  a  meeting  in  the  wood 
Might  make  his  meaning  understood. 
Half  angry  at  the  bold  address, 
She  frown'd  ;  but  yet  she  must  confess, 
Such  beauties  might  inflame  his  blood, 
But  still  his  phrase  was  somewhat  rude. 

The  Hog  her  neatness  much  admir'd, 
The  formal  Ass  her  swiftness  fir'd; 
While  all  to  feed  her  folly  strove, 
And  by  their  praises  shar'd  her  love. 

The  Horse,  whose  gen'rous  heart  disdain'd 
Applause,  by  servile  flatt'ry  gain'd, 
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With  graceful  courage  silence  broke, 
And  thus  with  indignation  spoke : 

When  flatt'ring  monkeys  fawn  and  prate, 
They  justly  raise  contempt,  or  hate  ; 
For  merit 's  turn'd  to  ridicule, 
Applauded  by  the  grinning  tool. 
The  artful  fox  your  wit  commends, 
To  lure  you  to  his  selfish  ends; 
From  the  vile  flatt'rer  turn  away. 
For  knaves  make  friendships  to  betray. 
Dismiss  the  train  of  fops  and  fools, 
And  learn  to  live  by  wisdom's  rules  ; 
Such  beauties  might  the  lion  warm, 
Did  not  your  folly  break  the  charm  ; 
For  who  would  court  that  lovely  shape, 
To  be  the  rival  of  an  ape? 

He  said,  and  snorting  in  disdain, 
Spurn'd  at  the  crowd,  and  sought  the  plain. 

FABLE  III. 

Tlie  Nightingale  and  Gloiv-worm. 
The  prudent  nymph,  whose  cheeks  disclose 
The  lily,  and  the  blushing  rose, 
From  public  view  her  charms  will  screen, 
And  rarely  in  the  crowd  be  seen : 
This  simple  truth  shall  keep  her  wise, 
'  The  fairest  fruits  attract  the  flies.' 

One  night  a  Glow-worm,  proud  and  vain, 
Contemplating  her  glitt'ring  train, 
Cry'd,  Sure  there  never  was  in  nature 
So  elegant,  so  fine  a  creature. 
All  other  insects  that  I  see, 
The  frugal  ant,  industrious  bee, 
Or  silk-worm,  with  contempt  1  view, 
With  all  that  low  mechanic  crew, 
Who  servilely  their  lives  employ 
In  business,  enemy  to  joy. 
Mean,  vulgar  herd !  ye  are  my  scorn, 
For  grandeur  only  I  was  born, 
Or  sure  am  sprung  from  race  divine, 
And  plac'd  on  earth  to  live  and  shine. 
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Those  lights  that  sparkle  so  on  high, 
Are  but  the  glow-worms  of  the  sky. 
And  kings  on  earth  their  gems  admire, 
Because  they  imitate  my  fire. 

She  spoke.     Attentive  on  a  spray, 
A  Nightingale  forbore  his  lay ; 
He  saw  the  shining  morsel  near, 
And  flew,  directed  by  the  glare  ; 
Awhile  he  gaz'd  with  sober  look, 
And  thus  the  trembling  prey  bespoke: 

Deluded  fool!  with  pride  elate, 
Know,  'tis  thy  beauty  brings  thy  fate ; 
Less  dazzling,  long  thou  might'st  have  lain 
Unheeded  on  the  velvet  plain  : 
Pride,  soon  or  late,  degraded  mourns, 
And  beauty  wrecks  whom  she  adorns. 

FABLE  IV. 
Hymen  and  Death. 
Sixteen,  d'  ye  say!   Nay,  then  'tis  time, 
Another  year  destroys  your  prime. 
But  stay — the  settlement!  •  That's  made,' 
Why  then  's  my  simple  girl  afraid  ? 
Yet  hold  a  moment,  if  you  can, 
And  needfully  the  fable  scan. 

The  shades  were  fled,  the  morning  blush'd, 
The  winds  were  in  their  caverns  hush'd, 
When  Hymen,  pensive  and  sedate, 
Held  o'er  the  fields  his  musing  gait. 
Behind  him,  through  the  greenwood  shade, 
Death's  meagre  form  the  god  survey'd ; 
Who  quickly,  with  gigantic  stride, 
Out-went  his  pace,  and  join'd  his  side. 
The  chat  on  various  subjects  ran, 
Till  angry  Hymen  thus  began : 

Relentless  Death,  whose  iron  sway 
Mortals  reluctant  must  obey, 
Still  of  thy  pow'r  shall  I  complain, 
And  thy  too  partial  hand  arraign  ? 
When  Cupid  brings  a  pair  of  hearts, 
All  over  stuck  with  equal  darts, 
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Thy  cruel  shafts  my  hopes  deride, 
And  cut  the  knot  that  Hymen  tied. 

Shall  not  the  bloody,  and  the  bold, 
The  miser  hoarding  up  his  gold, 
The  harlot,  reeking  from  the  stew, 
Alone  thy  fell  revenge  pursue  1 
But  must  the  gentle,  and  the  kind, 
Thy  fury,  undistinguish'd,  find'? 

The  monarch  calmly  thus  reply'd  : 
Weigh  well  the  cause,  and  then  decide. 
That  friend  of  yours  you  lately  nam'd, 
Cupid,  alone  is  to  be  blam'd; 
Then  let  the  charge  be  justly  laid; 
That  idle  boy  neglects  his  trade. 
And  hardly  once  in  twenty  years, 
A  couple  to  your  temple  bears. 
The  wretches,  whom  your  office  blends, 
Silenus  now,  or  Plutus  sends: 
Hence  care,  and  bitterness,  and  strife, 
Are  common  to  the  nuptial  life. 

Believe  me;  more  than  all  mankind, 
Your  vot'ries  my  compassion  find ; 
Yet  cruel  am  I  call'd,  and  base, 
Who  seek  the  wretched  to  release  ; 
The  captive  from  his  bonds  to  free, 
Indissoluble  but  for  me. 

'Tis  I  entice  him  to  the  yoke; 
By  me  your  crowded  altars  smoke  : 
For  mortals  boldly  dare  the  noose, 
Secure  that  Death  will  set  them  loose. 

FABLE  V. 
The  Poet,  and  his  Patron. 
Why,  Celia,  is  your  spreading  waist 
So  loose,  so  negligently  lac'd? 
Why  must  the  wrapping  bed-gown  hide 
Your  snowy  bosom's  swelling  pride  1 
How  ill  that  dress  adorns  your  head, 
Distain'd,  and  rumpled  from  the  bed  ? 
Those  clouds,  that  shade  your  blooming  face, 
A  little  water  might  displace, 
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As  nature  every  morn  bestows 

The  crystal  dew,  to  cleanse  the  rose. 

Those  tresses,  as  the  raven  black, 

That  wav'd  in  ringlets  down  your  back, 

Uncomb'd,  and  injur'd  by  neglect, 

Destroy  the  face,  which  once  they  deck'd. 

Whence  this  forgetfulness  of  dress  ? 
Pray,  madam,  are  you  married? — Yes. 
Nay,  then  indeed  the  wonder  ceases, 
No  matter  now  how  loose  your  dress  is : 
The  end  is  won,  your  fortune  's  made, 
Your  sister  now  may  take  the  trade. 

Alas !  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
This  fault  in  half  the  female  kind! 
From  hence  proceed  aversion,  strife, 
And  all  that  sours  the  wedded  life. 
Beauty  can  only  point  the  dart, 
'Tis  neatness  guides  it  to  the  heart ; 
Let  neatness  then  and  beauty  strive 
To  keep  a  wav'ring  flame  alive. 

'Tis  harder  far  (you  '11  find  it  true) 
To  keep  the  conquest,  than  subdue; 
Admit  us  once  behind  the  screen, 
What  is  there  farther  to  be  seen  1 
A  newer  face  may  raise  the  flame, 
But  every  woman  is  the  same. 

Then  study  chiefly  to  improve 
The  charm  that  fix'd  your  husband's  love; 
Weigh  well  his  humour.    Was  it  dress, 
That  gave  your  beauty  power  to  bless  1 
Pursue  it  still,  be  neater  seen, 
'Tis  always  frugal  to  be  clean  ; 
So  shall  you  keep  alive  desire, 
And  time's  swift  wing  shall  fan  the  fire. 

In  garret  high  (as  stories  say) 
A  Poet  sang  his  tuneful  lay; 
So  soft,  so  smooth  his  verse,  you  'd  swear 
Apollo  and  the  Muses  there ; 
Through  all  the  town  his  praises  rung, 
His  sonnets  at  the  playhouse  sung : 
High  waving  o'er  his  lab'ring  head, 
The  goddess  Want  her  pinions  spread, 
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And  with  poetic  fury  fir'd, 
What  Phoebus  faintly  had  inspir'd. 

A  noble  youth,  of  taste  and  wit, 
Approv'd  the  sprightly  things  he  writ, 
And  sought  him  in  his  cobweb  dome, 
Discharg'd  his  rent,  and  brought  him  home. 

Behold  him  at  the  stately  board, 
Who,  but  the  Poet,  and  my  Lord! 
Each  day  deliciously  he  dines, 
And  greedy  quaffs  the  gen'rous  wines; 
His  sides  were  plump,  his  skin  was  sleek, 
And  plenty  wanton'd  on  bis  cheek; 
Astonish'd  at  the  change  so  new, 
Away  th'  inspiring  goddess  flew. 

Now,  dropt  for  politics  and  news, 
Neglected  lay  the  drooping  Muse, 
Unmindful  whence  his  fortune  came, 
He  stifled  the  poetic  flame  ; 
Nor  tale,  nor  sonnet,  for  my  Lady, 
Lampoon,  nor  epigram  was  ready. 

With  just  contempt  his  Patron  saw 
(Resolv'd  his  bounty  to  withdraw), 
And  thus,  with  anger  in  his  look, 
The  late  repenting  fool  bespoke : 

Blind  to  the  good  that  courts  thee  grown, 
Whence  has  the  sun  of  favour  shone ; 
Delighted  with  thy  tuneful  art, 
Esteem  was  growing  in  my  heart; 
But  idly  thou  reject'st  the  charm 
That  gave  it  birth  and  kept  it  warm. 

Unthinking  fools  alone  despise 
The  arts  that  taught  them  first  to  rise. 

FABLE  VI. 

The  Wolf,  the  Sheep,  and  the  Lamb. 

Duty  demands,  the  parent's  voice 
Should  sanctify  the  daughter's  choice  ; 
In  that  is  due  obedience  shewn ; 
To  choose  belongs  to  her  alone. 

May  horror  seize  his  midnight  hour, 
Who  builds  upon  a  parent's  pow'r, 
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And  claims  by  purchase  vile  and  b:»se, 
The  loathing  maid  for  his  embrace : 
Hence  virtue  sickens;  and  the  breast, 
Where  peace  had  built  her  downy  nest, 
Becomes  the  troubled  seat  of  care, 
And  pines  with  anguish  and  despair. 

A  Wolf,  rapacious,  rough,  and  bold, 
Whose  nightly  plunders  thinn'd  the  fold, 
Contemplating  his  ill-spent  life, 
And  cloy'd  with  thefts,  would  take  a  wife. 
His  purpose  known,  the  savage  race, 
In  num'rous  crowds,  attend  the  place  ; 
For  why  ?  a  mighty  Wolf  he  was, 
And  held  dominion  in  his  jaws. 
Her  favourite  whelp  each  mother  brought, 
And  humbly  his  alliance  sought; 
But  cold  by  age,  or  else  too  nice, 
None  found  acceptance  in  his  eyes. 

It  happen'd,  as,  at  early  dawn, 
He  solitary  cross'd  the  lawn, 
Stray'd  from  the  fold,  a  sportive  Lamb 
Skipp'd  wanton  by  her  fleecy  dam ; 
When  Cupid,  foe  to  man  and  beast, 
Discharg'd  an  arrow  at  his  breast. 
The  tim'rous  breed  the  robber  knew, 
And  trembling  o'er  the  meadow  flew; 
Their  nimblest  speed  the  Wolf  o'ertook, 
And  courteous  thus  the  Dam  bespoke  : 
Stay,  fairest,  and  suspend  your  fear, 
Trust  me,  no  enemy  is  near  ; 
These  jaws  in  slaughter  oft  imbru'd, 
At  length  have  known  enough  of  blood  : 
And  kinder  bus'ness  brings  me  now, 
Vanquish'd,  at  beauty's  feet  to  bow. 

You  have  a  daughter Sweet,  forgive 

A  Wolf's  address In  her  I  live; 

Love  from  her  eyes  like  light'ning  came, 
And  set  my  marrow  all  on  flame : 
Let  your  consent  confirm  my  choice, 
And  ratify  our  nuptial  joys. 
Me  ample  wealth  and  pow'r  attend, 
Wide  o'er  the  plains  my  realms  extend ; 
O 
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What  midnight  robber  dare  invade  '" 
The  fold,  if  I  the  guard  am  made  1 
At  home  the  shepherd's  cur  may  sleep, 
While  I  secure  his  master's  sheep. 

Discourse  like  this,  attention  claim'd, 
Grandeur  the  mother's  breast  inflam'd; 
Now  fearless  by  his  side  she  walk'd, 
Of  settlements  and  jointures  talk'd : 
Propos'd  and  doubled  her  demands 
Of  flow'ry  fields  and  turnip-lands. 
The  Wolf  agrees.    Her  bosom  swells ; 
To  Miss  her  happy  fate  she  tells  ; 
And  of  the  grand  alliance  vain, 
Contemns  her  kindred  of  the  plain. 

The  loathing  Lamb  with  horror  hears, 
And  wearies  out  her  Dam  with  pray'rs  ; 
But  all  in  vain,  mamma  best  knew 
What  unexperienc'd  girls  should  do  ; 
So,  to  the  neighb'ring  meadow  carry'd, 
A  formal  ass  the  couple  marry'd. 

Tom  from  the  tyrant-mother's  side, 
The  trembler  goes  a  victim-bride, 
Reluctant,  meets  the  rude  embrace, 
And  bleats  among  the  howling  race. 
With  horror  oft  her  eyes  behold 
Her  murder'd  kindred  of  the  fold  ; 
Each  day  a  sister-lamb  is  serv'd, 
And  at  the  glutton's  table  carv'd: 
The  crashing  bones  he  grinds  for  food, 
And  slakes  his  thirst  with  streaming  blood. 

Love,  who  the  cruel  mind  detests, 
And  lodges  but  in  gentle  breasts, 
Was  now  no  more.     Enjoyment  past, 
The  savage  hunger'd  for  the  feast ; 
But  (as  we  find  in  human  race, 
A  mask  conceals  the  villain's  face) 
Justice  must  authorize  the  treat : 
Till  then  he  long'd,  but  durst  not  eat. 
As  forth  he  walk'd  in  quest  of  prey, 
The  hunters  met  him  on  the  way  ; 
Fear  wings  his  flight;  the  marsh  he  sought ; 
The  snuffing  dogs  are  set  at  fault. 
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His  stomach  baulk'd,  now  hunger  gnaws, 
Howling,  he  grinds  his  empty  jaws  ; 
Food  must  be  had,  and  lamb  is  nigh ; 
His  maw  invokes  the  fraudful  lie. 
Is  this  (dissembling  rage,  he  cry'd) 
The  gentle  virtue  of  a  bride  1 
That,  leagu'd  with  man's  destroying  race, 
She  sets  her  husband  for  the  chace  ? 
By  treach'ry  prompts  the  noisy  hound 
To  scent  his  footsteps  on  the  ground  ? 
Thou  trait'ress  vile  !  for  this  thy  blood 
Shall  glut  my  rage,  and  dye  the  wood  ! 

So  saying,  on  the  Lamb  he  flies ; 
Beneath  his  jaws  the  victim  dies. 

FABLE  VII. 

The  Goose  and  the  Swans. 

I  hate  the  face,  however  fair, 

That  carries  an  affected  air; 

The  lisping  tone,  the  shape  constraint!, 

The  study'd  look,  the  passion  feign'd, 

Are  fopperies,  which  only  tend 

To  injure  what  they  strive  to  mend. 

With  what  superior  grace  enchants 
The  face  which  nature's  pencil  paints  ? 
Where  eyes,  unexercis'd  in  art, 
Glow  with  the  meaning  of  the  heart ! 
Where  freedom  and  good-humour  sit, 
And  easy  gaiety  and  wit ! 
Though  perfect  beauty  be  not  there, 
The  master-lines,  the  finish'd  air, 
We  catch  from  every  look  delight, 
And  grow  enamour' d  at  the  sight ; 
For  beauty,  though  we  all  approve, 
Excites  our  wonder  more  than  love ; 
While  the  agreeable  strikes  sure, 
And  gives  the  wounds  we  cannot  cure. 

Why  then,  my  Amoret,  this  care, 
That  forms  you,  in  effect,  less  fair  ? 
If  nature  on  your  cheek  bestows 
A  bloom  that  emulates  the  rose, 
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Or  from  some  heav'nly  image  drew 
A  form,  Apelles  never  knew, 
Your  ill-judg'd  aid  will  you  impart, 
And  spoil  by  meretricious  art? 
Or  had  you,  nature's  error,  come 
Abortive  from  the  mother's  womb, 
Your  forming  care  she  still  rejects, 
Which  only  heightens  her  defects. 
When  such,  of  glitt'ring  jewels  proud, 
Still  press  the  foremost  in  the  crowd, 
At  ev'ry  public  show  are  seen, 
With  look  awry,  and  awkward  mien, 
The  gaudy  dress  attracts  the  eye, 
And  magnifies  deformity. 

Nature  may  underdo  her  part, 
But  seldom  wants  the  help  of  art ; 
Trust  her,  she  is  your  surest  friend, 
Nor  made  your  form  for  you  to  mend. 

A  Goose,  affected,  empty,  vain, 
The  shrillest  of  the  cackling  train, 
With  proud  and  elevated  crest, 
Precedence  claim'd  above  the  rest. 

Says  she,  1  laugh  at  human  race, 
Who  say,  geese  hobble  in  their  pace ; 

Look  here ! the  sland'rous  lie  detect ; 

Not  haughty  man  is  so  erect. 

That  peacock  yonder  !  lord,  how  vain 

The  creature  's  of  his  gaudy  train  ! 

If  both  were  stripp'd,  I'd  pawn  my  word, 

A  goose  would  be  the  finer  bird. 

Nature,  to  hide  her  own  defects, 

Her  bungled  work  with  finery  decks; 

Were  geese  set  off  with  half  that  show, 

Would  men  admire  the  peacock  ?  No. 

Thus  vaunting,  'cross  the  mead  she  stalks, 
The  cackling  breed  attend  her  walks ; 
The  sun  shot  down  his  noon-tide  beams, 
The  swans  were  sporting  in  the  streams ; 
Their  snowy  plumes  and  stately  pride 
Provok'd  her  spleen.     Why  there,  she  cry'd, 

Again,  what  arrogance  we  see  ! 

Those  creatures  !  how  they  mimic  me ! 
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Shall  ev'ry  fowl  the  waters  skim, 
Because  we  geese  are  known  to  swim? 
Humility  they  soon  shall  learn, 
And  their  own  emptiness  discern. 

So  saying,  with  extended  wings, 
Lightly  upon  the  wave  she  springs : 
Her  bosom  swells,  she  spreads  her  plumes, 
And'the  swan's  stately  crest  assumes. 
Contempt  and  mockery  ensu'd, 
And  bursts  of  laughter  shook  the  flood. 

A  swan,  superior  to  the  rest, 
Sprung  forth,  and  thus  the  fool  address'd  : 

Conceited  thing!  elate  with  pride, 
Thy  affectation  all  deride  ; 
These  airs  thy  awkwardness  impart, 
And  shew  thee  plainly  as  thou  art. 
Among  thy  equals  of  the  flock, 
Thou  had'st  escap'd  the  public  mock, 
And  as  thy  parts  to  good  conduce, 
Been  deem'd  an  honest,  hobbling  goose. 

Learn  hence  to  study  wisdom's  rules : 
Know,  foppery  's  the  pride  of  fools  ; 
And  striving  nature  to  conceal, 
You  only  her  defects  reveal. 

FABLE  VIII. 

The  Lawyer  and  Justice. 

Love!  thou  divinest  good  below, 
Thy  pure  delights  few  mortals  know  ! 
Our  rebel  hearts  thy  sway  disown, 
While  tyrant  lust  usurps  thy  throne. 
The  bounteous  God  of  nature  made 
The  sexes  for  each  other's  aid ; 
Their  mutual  talents  to  employ, 
To  lessen  ills,  and  heighten  joy. 
To  weaker  woman  he  assign'd 
That  soft'ning  gentleness  of  mind, 
That  can,  with  sympathy,  impart 
Its  likeness  to  the  roughest  heart. 
Her  eyes  with  magic  pow'r  endu'd 
To  fire  the  dull,  and  awe  the  rude. 
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His  rosy  fingers  on  her  face 
She  'd  lavish  ev'ry  blooming  grace, 
And  stamp'd  (perfection  to  display) 
His  mildest  image  on  her  clay. 

Man,  active,  resolute,  and  bold, 
He  fashion'd  in  a  different  mould. 
With  useful  arts  his  mind  inform'd, 
His  breast  with  nobler  passions  warm'd; 
He  gave  him  knowledge,  taste,  and  sense, 
And  courage,  for  the  fair's  defence. 
Her  frame,  resistless  to  each  wrong, 
Demands  protection  from  the  strong  ; 
To  man  she  flies,  when  fear  alarms, 
And  claims  the  temple  of  his  arms. 

By  nature's  author  thus  declar'd 
The  woman's  sov'reign  and  her  guard, 
Shall  man  by  treach'rous  wiles  invade 
The  weakness  he  was  meant  to  aid  1 
While  beauty,  given  to  inspire 
Protecting  love,  and  soft  desire, 
Lights  up  a  wild-fire  in  the  heart, 
And  to  its  own  breast  points  the  dart; 
Becomes  the  spoiler's  base  pretence 
To  triumph  over  innocence  1 

The  wolf,  that  tears  the  tim'rous  sheep, 
Was  never  set  the  fold  to  keep ; 
Nor  was  the  tiger,  or  the  pard, 
Meant  the  benighted  traveler's  guard; 
But  man,  the  wildest  beast  of  prey, 
Wears  friendship's  semblance  to  betray ; 
His  strength  against  the  weak  employs, 
And  where  he  should  protect,  destroys. 

Past  twelve  o'clock  the  watchman  cry'd. 
His  brief  the  studious  Lawyer  ply'd; 
The  all-prevailing  fee  lay  nigh, 
The  earnest  of  to-morrow's  lie. 
Sudden  the  furious  winds  arise, 
The  jarring  casement  shatter'd  flies  ; 
The  doors  admit  a  hollow  sound, 
And  rattling  from  their  hinges  bound  ; 
When  Justice  in  a  blaze  of  light, 
Reveal'd  her  radiant  form  to  sight. 
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The  wretch  with  thrilling  horror  shook, 
Loose  every  joint,  and  pale  his  look; 
Not  having  seen  her  in  the  courts, 
Or  found  her  mention'd  in  reports; 
He  ask'd,  with  fault'ring  tongue,  her  name, 
Her  errand  there,  and  whence  she  came  ? 

Sternly  the  white-rob'd  shade  reply'd 
(A  crimson  glow  her  visage  dy'd), 
Can'st  thou  be  doubtful  who  I  am? 
Is  Justice  grown  so  strange  a  name? 
Were  not  your  courts  for  Justice  rais'd  ? 
'Twas  there,  of  old,  my  altars  blaz'd. 
My  guardian  thee  did  I  elect, 
My  sacred  temple  to  protect, 
That  thou  and  all  thy  venal  tribe 
Should  spurn  the  goddess  for  the  bribe. 
Aloud  the  ruin'd  client  cries, 
Justice  has  neither  ears,  nor  eyes; 
In  foul  alliance  with  the  bar, 
'Gainst  me  the  judge  denounces  war, 
And  rarely  issues  his  decree, 
But  with  intent  to  baffle  me. 

She  paus'd.    Her  breast  with  fury  burn'd, 
The  trembling  Lawyer  thus  return'd: 

I  own  the  charge  is  justly  laid, 
And  weak  th'  excuse  that  can  be  made ; 
Yet  search  the  spacious  globe,  and  see 
If  all  mankind  are  not  like  ine. 

The  gown-man,  skill'd  in  Romish  lies, 
B  y  faith's  false  glass  deludes  our  eyes ; 
O'er  conscience  rides  without  control, 
And  robs  the  man  to  save  his  soul. 

The  doctor,  with  important  face, 
By  sly  design,  mistakes  the  case; 
Prescribes,  and  spins  out  the  disease, 
To  trick  the  patient  of  his  fees. 

The  soldier,  rough  with  many  a  scar, 
And  red  with  slaughter,  leads  the  war ; 
If  he  a  nation's  trust  betray, 
The  foe  has  offer'd  double  pay. 

When  vice  o'er  all  mankind  prevails, 
And  weighty  inf  rest  turns  the  scales, 
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Must  I  be  better  than  the  rest, 
And  harbour  Justice  in  my  breast? 
On  one  side  only  take  the  fee, 
Content  with  poverty  and  thee  ? 

Thou  blind  to  sense,  and  vile  of  mind, 
Th'  exasperated  Shade  rejoin'd, 
If  virtue  from  the  world  is  flown, 
Will  others  faults  excuse  thy  own  ? 
For  sickly  souls  the  priest  was  made ; 
Physicians  for  the  body's  aid; 
The  soldier  guarded  liberty  ; 
Man  woman,  and  the  lawyer  me. 
If  all  are  faithless  to  their  trust, 
They  leave  not  thee  the  less  unjust. 
Henceforth  your  pleadings  I  disclaim, 
And  bar  the  sanction  of  my  name  ; 
Within  your  courts  it  shall  be  read, 
That  Justice  from  the  law  is  fled. 

She  spoke ;  and  hid  in  shades  her  face, 
'Till  Hardwick  sooth'd  her  into  grace. 

FABLE  IX. 

The  Farmer,  the  Spaniel,  and  the  Cat. 

Why  knits  my  dear  her  angry  brow  ? 

What  rude  offence  alarms  you  now  ? 

1  said,  that  Delia's  fair,  'tis  true, 

But  did  I  say  she  equall'd  you  ? 

Can't  I  another's  face  commend, 

Or  to  her  virtues  be  a  friend, 

But  instantly  your  forehead  low'rs, 

As  if  her  merit  lessen'd  yours  ? 

From  female  envy  never  free, 

All  must  be  blind  because  you  see. 

Survey  the  gardens,  fields,  and  bow'rs, 
The  buds,  the  blossoms,  and  the  flow'rs; 
Then  tell  me  where  the  woodbine  grows, 
That  vies  in  sweetness  with  the  rose  ? 
Or  where  the  lily's  snowy  white, 
That  throws  such  beauties  on  the  sight? 
Yet  folly  is  it  to  declare, 
That  these  are  neither  sweet  nor  fair. 
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The  crystal  shines  with  fainter  rays, 

Before  the  di'mond's  brighter  blaze : 

And  fops  will  say,  the  di'mond  dies 

Before  the  lustre  of  your  eyes : 

But  I,  who  deal  in  truth,  deny 

That  neither  shine  when  you  are  by. 
When  zephyrs  o'er  the  blossoms  stray , 

And  sweets  along  the  air  convey, 

Shan't  I  the  fragrant  breeze  inhale, 

Because  you  breathe  a  sweeter  gale  ? 

Sweet  are  the  flow'rs  that  deck  the  field; 

Sweet  is  the  smell  the  blossoms  yield; 

Sweet  is  the  summer  gale  that  blows; 

And  sweet,  though  sweeter  you,  the  rose. 
Shall  envy  then  torment  your  breast, 

If  you  are  lovelier  than  the  rest; 

For  while  I  give  to  each  her  due, 

By  praising  them  I  flatter  you ; 
And  praising  most,  I  still  declare 

You  fairest,  where  the  rest  are  fair. 
As  at  his  board  a  farmer  sate, 

Replenish'd  by  his  homely  treat, 
His  fav'rite  Spaniel  near  him  stood, 
And  with  his  master  shard  the  food; 
The  crackling  bones  his  jaws  devour'd, 
His  lapping  tongue  the  trenchers  scour'd ; 
Till  sated  now,  supine  he  lay, 
And  snor'd  the  rising  fumes  away. 

The  hungry  Cat,  in  turn,  drew  near, 
And  humbly  crav'd  a  servant's  share; 
Her  modest  worth  the  master  knew, 
And  straight  the  fat'ning  morsel  threw ; 
Enrag'd,  the  snarling  cur  awoke, 
And  thus  with  spiteful  envy  spoke : 

They  only  claim  a  right  to  eat, 
Who  earn  by  services  their  meat; 
Me,  zeal  and.  industry  inflame 
To  scour  the  fields,  and  spring  the  game  ; 
Or,  plunged  in  the  wint'ry  wave, 
For  man  the  wounded  bird  to  save. 
With  watchful  diligence  I  keep, 
From  prowling  wolves,  his  fleecy  sheep ; 
O  2 
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At  home  his  midnight  hour  secure, 
And  drive  the  robber  from  the  door. 
For  this,  his  breast  with  kindness  glows, 
For  this,  his  hand  the  food  bestows ; 
And  shall  thy  indolence  impart 
A  warmer  friendship  to  his  heart; 
That  thus  he  robs  me  of  my  due, 
To  pamper  such  vile  things  as  you? 

I  own  (with  meekness  Puss  reply'd) 
Superior  merit  on  your  side ; 
Nor  does  my  breast  with  envy  swell, 
To  find  it  recompens'd  so  well ; 
Yet  I,  in  what  my  nature  can, 
Contribute  to  the  good  of  man. 
Whose  claws  destroy  the  pilf  ring  mouse  ? 
Who  drives  the  vermin  from  the  house? 
Or,  watchful  for  the  lab'ring  swain , 
From  lurking  rats  secure  the  grain  ? 
From  hence,  if  he  rewards  bestow, 
Why  should  your  heart  with  gall  o'erflow  ? 
Why  pine  my  happiness  to  see, 
Since  there  's  enough  for  you  and  me  ? 

Thy  words  are  just,  the  farmer  cry'd, 
And  spurn'd  the  snarler  from  his  side. 

FABLE  X. 

The  Spider  and  the  Bee. 

The  nymph,  who  walks  the  public  streets, 
And  sets  her  cap  at  all  she  meets, 
May  catch  the  fool  who  turns  to  stare, 
But  men  of  sense  avoid  the  snare. 

As  on  the  margin  of  the  flood, 
With  silken  line,  my  Lydia  stood, 
I  smil'd  to  see  the  pains  you  took, 
To  cover  o'er  the  fraudful  hook. 
Along  the  forest  as  we  stray'd, 
You  saw  the  boy  his  lime-twigs  spread; 
Guess'd  you  the  reason  of  his  fear, 
Lest,  heedless,  we  approach'd  too  near  ? 
For  as  behind  the  bush  we  lay, 
The  linnet  flutter'd  on  the  spray. 
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Needs  there  such  caution  to  delude 
The  scaly  fry,  and  feather'd  brood  1 
And  think  you  with  inferior  art 
To  captivate  the  human  heart? 

The  maid,  who  modestly  conceals 
Her  beauties,  while  she  hides,  reveals. 
Give  but  a  glimpse,  and  fancy  draws 
Whate'er  the  Grecian  Venus  was. 
From  Eve's  first  fig-leaf  to  brocade, 
All  dress  was  meant  for  fancy's  aid, 
Which  evermore  delighted  dwells 
On  what  the  bashful  nymph  conceals. 

When  Celia  struts  in  man's  attire, 
She  shews  too  much  to  raise  desire ; 
But  from  the  hoop's  bewitching  round 
Her  very  shoe  has  pow'r  to  wound. 

The  roving  eye,  the  bosom  bare, 
The  forward  laugh,  the  wanton  air, 
May  catch  the  fop  ;  for  gudgeons  strike 
At  the  bare  hook  and  bait  alike ; 
While  salmon  play  regardless  by, 
Till  art,  like  nature,  forms  the  fly. 

Beneath  a  peasant's  homely  thatch, 
A  Spider  long  had  held  her  watch ; 
From  morn  to  night,  with  restless  care,* 
She  spun  her  web,  and  wove  her  snare. 
Within  the  limits  of  her  reign, 
Lay  many  a  heedless  captive  slain, 
Or  flutt'ring,  struggled  in  the  toils, 
To  burst  the  chains,  and  shun  her  wiles. 

A  straying  Bee,  that  perch'd  hard  by, 
Beheld  her  with  disdainful  eye, 
And  thus  began.     Mean  thing,  give  o'er, 
And  lay  thy  slender  threads  no  more ; 
A  thoughtless  fly,  or  two  at  most, 
Is  all  the  conquest  thou  can'st  boast ; 
For  bees  of  sense  thy  arts  evade, 
We  see  so  plain  the  nets  are  laid. 

The  gaudy  tulip  that  displays 
Her  spreading  foliage  to  the  gaze, 
That  points  her  charms  at  all  she  sees, 
And  yields  to  ev'ry  wanton  breeze, 
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Attracts  not  me.     Where  blushing  gT0W3, 
Guarded  with  thorns,  the  modest  rose, 
Enaniour'd,  round  and  round  I  fly, 
Or  on  her  fragrant  bosom  lie ; 
Reluctant,  she  my  ardour  meets, 
And,  bashful,  renders  up  her  sweets. 

To  wiser  heads  attention  lend, 
And  learn  this  lesson  from  a  friend. 
She,  who  with  modesty  retires, 
Adds  fuel  to  her  lover's  fires ; 
While  such  incautious  jilts  as  you, 
By  folly  your  own  schemes  undo. 

FABLE  XI. 

The  Young  Lion  and  the  Ape. 
'Tis  true,  I  blame  your  lover's  choice, 
Though  flatter'd  by  the  public  voice, 
And  peevish  grow,  and  sick,  to  hear 
His  exclamations,  O  how  fair! 
I  listen  not  to  wild  delights, 
And  transports  of  expected  nights ; 
What  is  to  me  your  hoard  of  charms, 
The  whiteness  of  your  neck  and  arms'? 
Needs  there  no  acquisition  more, 
To  keep  contention  from  the  door  1 
Yes  !  pass  a  fortnight,  and  you  '11  find, 
All  beauty  cloys,  but  of  the  mind. 

Sense  and  good-humour  ever  prove 
The  surest  cords  to  fasten  love. 
Yet,  Phillis,  simplest  of  your  sex, 
You  never  think  but  to  perplex; 
Coquetting  it  with  ev'ry  ape, 
That  struts  abroad  in  human  shape ; 
Not  that  the  coxcomb  is  your  taste, 
But  that  it  stings  your  lover's  breast ; 
To-morrow  you  resign  the  sway, 
Prepar'd  to  honour  and  obey ; 
The  tyrant-mistress  change  for  life, 
To  the  submission  of  a  wife. 

Your  follies,  if  you  can,  suspend, 
And  learn  instruction  from  a  friend. 
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Reluctant,  hear  the  first  address, 
Think  often,  ere  you  answer,  yes  ; 
But  once  resolv'd,  throw  off  disguise, 
And  wear  your  wishes  in  your  eyes. 
With  caution  ev'ry  look  forbear, 
That  might  create  one  jealous  fear, 
A  lover's  rip'ning  hopes  confound, 
Or  give  the  gen'rous  breast  a  wound. 
Contemn  the  girlish  arts  to  tease, 
Nor  use  your  pow'r,  unless  to  please; 
For  fools  alone  with  rigour  sway, 
When  soon,  or  late,  they  must  obey. 

The  king  of  brutes,  in  life's  decline, 
Resolv'd  dominion  to  resign  ; 
The  beasts  were  summon'd  to  appear, 
And  bend  before  the  royal  heir. 
They  came ;  a  day  was  fix'd ;  the  crowd 
Before  their  future  monarch  bow'd. 

A  dapper  Monkey,  pert  and  vain, 
Stepp'd  forth,  and  thus  address' d  the  train : 

Why  cringe,  my  friends,  with  slavish  awe, 
Before  this  pageant  king  of  straw? 
Shall  we  anticipate  the  hour, 
And  ere  we  feel  it,  own  his  pow'r  1 
The  counsels  of  experience  prize, 
I  know  the  maxims  of  the  wise  ; 
Subjection  let  us  cast  away, 
And  live  the  monarchs  of  to-day  ; 
'Tis  ours  the  vacant  hand  to  spurn, 
And  play  the  tyrant  each  in  turn. 
So  shall  he  right  from  wrong  discern, 
And  mercy  from  oppression  learn ; 
At  others'  woes  be  taught  to  melt, 
And  loathe  the  ills  himself  has  felt. 

He  spoke ;  his  bosom  swell'd  with  pride. 
The  youthful  Lion  thus  reply'd : 

What  madness  prompts  thee  to  provoke 
My  wrath,  and  dare  th'  impending  stroke? 
Thou  wretched  fool !  can  wrongs  impart 
Compassion  to  the  feeling  heart? 
Or  teach  the  grateful  breast  to  glow, 
The  hand  to  give,  or  eye  to  flow  ? 


318  MOORE'S  FABLES. 

Learn'd  in  the  practice  of  their  schools, 
From  women  thou  hast  drawn  thy  rules; 
To  them  return ;  in  such  a  cause, 
From  only  such  expect  applause ; 
The  partial  sex  I  don't  condemn, 
For  liking  those  who  copy  them. 

Would'st  thou  the  gen'rous  Lion  bind, 
By  kindness  bribe  him  to  be  kind; 
Good  offices  their  likeness  get, 
And  payment  lessens  not  the  debt ; 
With  multiplying  hand  he  gives 
The  good  from  others  he  receives ; 
Or,  from  the  bad  makes  fair  return, 
And  pays  with  int'rest  scorn  for  scorn . 

FABLE  XII. 
The  Colt  and  the  Farmer. 
Tell  me,  Corinna,  if  you  can, 
Why  so  averse,  so  coy  to  man? 
Did  nature,  lavish  of  her  care, 
From  her  best  pattern  form  you  fair, 
That  you,  ungrateful  to  her  cause, 
Should  mock  her  gifts,  and  spurn  her  laws'? 
And,  miser-like,  withhold  that  store, 
Which,  by  imparting,  blesses  more? 

Beauty 's  a  gift,  by  Heav'n  assign'd, 
The  portion  of  the  female  kind ; 
For  this  the  yielding  maid  demands 
Protection  at  her  lover's  hands; 
And  though  by  wasting  years  it  fade, 
Remembrance  tells  him,  once  'twas  paid. 

And  will  you  then  this  wealth  conceal, 
For  age  to  rust,  or  time  to  steal  ? 
The  summer  of  your  youth  to  rove, 
A  stranger  to  the  joys  of  love? 
Then,  when  life's  winter  hastens  on, 
And  youth's  fair  heritage  is  gone, 
Dow'riess  to  court  some  peasant's  arms, 
To  guard  yourwither'd  age  from  harms, 
No  gratitude  to  warm  his  breast, 
For  blooming  beauty  once  possess'd ; 
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How  will  you  curse  that  stubborn  pride, 
Which  drove  your  bark  across  the  tide. 
And,  sailing  before  folly's  wind, 
Left  sense  and  happiness  behind  ? 
Corinna,  lest  these  whims  prevail, 
To  such  as  you,  I  write  my  tale. 

A  Colt,  for  blood  and  mettled  speed, 
The  choicest  of  the  running  breed, 
Of  youthful  strength  and  beauty  vain, 
Refus'd  subjection  to  the  rein. 
In  vain  the  groom's  officious  skill 
Oppos'd  his  pride,  and  check'd  his  will; 
In  vain  the  master's  forming  care 
Restrain'd  with  threats,  or  sooth'd  with  pray*r ; 
Of  freedom  proud,  and  scorning  man, 
Wild  o'er  the  spacious  plains  he  ran. 

Where'er  luxuriant  nature  spread 
Her  flow'ry  carpet  o'er  the  mead, 
Or  bubbling  streams  soft-gliding  pass   • 
To  cool  and  freshen  up  the  grass, 
Disdaining  bounds,  he  cropt  the  blade, 
And  wanton'd  in  the  spoil  he  made. 

In  plenty  thus  the  summer  pass'd, 
Revolving  winter  came  at  last; 
The  trees  no  more  a  shelter  yield, 
The  verdure  withers  from  the  field: 
Perpetual  snows  invest  the  ground, 
In  icy  chains  the  streams  are  bound ; 
Cold,  nipping  winds,  and  rattling  hail, 
His  lank,  unshelter'd  sides  assail. 

As  round  he  cast  his  rueful  eyes, 
He  saw  the  thatch'd-roof  cottage  rise  ; 
The  prospect  touch'd  his  heart  with  cheer; 
And  promis'd  kind  deliv'rance  near. 
A  stable,  erst  his  scorn  and  hate, 
Was  now  become  his  wish'd  Tetreat; 
His  passion  cool,  his  pride  forgot, 
A  farmer's  welcome  yard  he  sought. 

The  master  saw  his  woful  plight, 
His  limbs  that  totter'd  with  his  weight ; 
And,  friendly,  to  the  stable  led, 
And  saw  him  litter'd,  dress'd,  and  fed. 
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In  slothful  ease,  all  night  he  lay ; 
The  servants  rose  at  break  of  day ; 
The  market  calls.    Along  the  road, 
His  back  must  bear  the  pond'rous  load ; 
In  vain  he  struggles  or  complains, 
Incessant  blows  reward  his  pains.  - 
To-morrow  varies  but  his  toil ; 
Chain'd  to  the  plough,  he  breaks  the  soil; 
While  scanty  meals  at  night  repay 
The  painful  labours  of  the  day. 

Subdu'd  by  toil,  with  anguish  rent, 
His  self-upbraidings  found  a  vent. 
Wretch  that  1  am!  he  sighing  said, 
By  arrogance  and  folly  led; 
Had  but  my  restive  youth  been  brought 
To  learn  the  lesson  nature  taught, 
Then  had  I,  like  my  sires  of  yore, 
The  prize  from  ev'ry  courser  bore  ; 
While  man  bestow'd  rewards  and  praise, 
And  females  crown'd  my  latter  days. 
Now  lasting  servitude  's  my  lot, 
My  birth  contemn'd,  my  speed  forgot ; 
Doom'd  am  I,  for  my  pride,  to  bear 
A  living  death,  from  year  to  year. 

FABLE  XIII. 

The  Owl  and  the  Nightingale. 
To  know  the  mistress'  humour  right, 
See  if  her  maids  are  clean  and  tight; 
If  Betty  waits  without  her  stays, 
She  copies  but  her  lady's  ways. 
When  Miss  comes  in  with  boist'rous  shout, 
And  drops  no  court'sy  going  out, 
Depend  upon  't,  mamma  is  one 
Who  reads  or  drinks  too  much  alone. 

If  bottled  beer  her  thirst  assuage, 
She  feels  enthusiastic  rage, 
And  burns  with  ardour  to  inherit 
The  gifts  and  workings  of  the  spirit. 
If  learning  crack  her  giddy  brains, 
No  remedy  but  death  remains. 
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Sum  up  the  various  ills  of  life, 

And  all  are  sweet  to  such  a  wife. 

At  home,  superior  wit  she  vaunts, 

And  twits  her  husband  with  his  wants; 

Her  ragged  offspring  all  around, 

Like  pigs,  are  wallowing  on  the  ground  ; 

Impatient  ever  of  control, 

And  knows  no  order,  but  of  soul; 

With  books  her  litter'd  floor  is  spread, 

Of  nameless  authors,  never  read ; 

Foul  linen,  petticoats,  and. lace, 

Fill  up  th'  intermediate  space. 

Abroad,  at  visitings,  her  tongue 

Is  never  still,  and  always  wrong; 

All  meaning  she  defines  away, 

And  stands,  with  truth  and  sense,  at  bay. 

If  e'er  she  meets  a  gentle  heart, 
Skill'd  in  the  housewife's  useful  art, 
Who  makes  her  family  her  care, 
And  builds  contentment's  temple  there, 
She  starts  at  such  mistakes  in  nature, 
And  cries,  Lord  help  us ! — what  a  creature I 

Melissa,  if  the  moral  strike, 
You  '11  find  the  fable  not  unlike. 

An  Owl,  puff'd  up  with  self-conceit, 
Lov'd  learning  better  thau  his  meat ; 
Old  manuscripts  he  treasur'd  up, 
And  rummag'd  ev'ry  grocer's  shop ; 
At  pastry-cooks  was  known  to  ply, 
And  strip,  for  science,  ev'ry  pie. 
For  modern  poetry  and  wit, 
He  had  read  all  that  Blackmore  writ ; 
So  intimate  with  Curl  was  grown, 
His  learned  treasures  were  his  own ; 
To  all  his  authors  had  access, 
And  sometimes  would  correct  the  press. 
In  logic  he  acquir'd  such  knowledge, 
You  'd  swear  him  fellow  of  a  college. 
Alike  to  ev'ry  art  and  science, 
His  daring  genius  bid  defiance, 
And  swallow'd  wisdom,  with  that  haste, 
That  cits  do  custards  at  a  feast. 
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Within  the  shelter  of  a  wood, 
One  ev'ning,  as  he  musing  stood, 
Hard  by,  upon  a  leafy  spray, 
A  Nightingale  began  his  lay. 
Sudden  he  starts,  with  anger  stung, 
And,  screeching,  interrupts  the  song. 

Pert,  busy  thing,  thy  airs  give  o'er, 
And  let  my  contemplations  soar; 
What  is  the  music  of  thy  voice, 
But  jarring  dissonance  and  noise? 
Be  wise.     True  harmony  thou  'It  find, 
Not  in  the  throat,  but  in  the  mind; 
By  empty  chirping  not  attain'd, 
But  by  laborious  study  gain'd. 
Go,  read  the  authors  Pope  explodes, 
Fathom  the  depth  of  Cibber's  odes. 
With  modern  plays  improve  thy  wit, 
Read  all  the  learning  Henley  writ, 
And  if  thou  needs  must  sing,  sing  then, 
And  emulate  the  ways  of  men  : 
So  shalt  thou  grow,  like  me,  refin'd, 
And  bring  improvement  to  thy  kind. 

Thou  wretch,  the  little  warbler  cry'd, 
Made  up  of  ignorance  and  pride, 
Ask  all  the  birds,  and  they  '11  declare, 
A  greater  blockhead  wings  not  air. 
Read  o'er  thyself,  thy  talents  scan, 
Science  was  only  meant  for  man. 
No  senseless  authors  me  molest, 
I  mind  the  duties  of  my  nest; 
With  careful  wing  protect  my  young, 
And  cheer  their  ev'nings  with  a  song; 
Make  short  the  weary  traveler's  way, 
And  warble  in  the  poet's  lay. 

Thus,  following  nature,  and  her  laws, 
From  men  and  birds  I  claim  applause ; 
While,  nurs'd  in  pedantry  and  sloth, 
An  Owl  is  scorn'd  alike  by  both. 
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FABLE  XIV. 

The  Sparrow  and  the  Dove. 

It  was,  as  learn'd  traditions  say, 
Upon  an  April's  blithsome  day, 
When  pleasure,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Return'd,  companion  of  the  spring, 
And  cheer'd  the  birds  with  am'rous  heat, 
Instructing  little  hearts  to  beat ; 
A  Sparrow,  frolick,  gay,  and  young, 
Of  boll  address,  and  flippant  tongue, 
Just  left  his  lady  of  a  night, 
Like  him,  to  follow  new  delight. 

The  youth,  of  many  a  conquest  vain, 
Flew  off  to  seek  the  chirping  train; 
The  chirping  train  he  quickly  found, 
And,  with  a  saucy  ease,  bow'd  round. 

For  ev'ry  she  his  bosom  burns, 
And  this  and  that  he  woos  by  turns; 
And  here  a  sigh,  and  there  a  bill, 

And  here those  eyes!  soform'd  to  kill! 

And  now,  with  ready  tongue,  he  sings 
Unmeaning,  soft,  resistless  things ; 
With  vows,  and  demme's,  skill'd  to  woo, 
As  other  pretty  fellows  do. 
Not  that  he  thought  this  short  essay, 
A  prologue  needful  to  his  play  ; 
No,  trust  me,  says  our  learned  letter, 
He  knew  the  virtuous  sex  much  better; 
But  these  he  held  as  specious  arts, 
To  shew  his  own  superior  parts  ; 
The  form  of  decency  to  shield, 
And  give  a  just  pretence  to  yield. 

Thus  finishing  his  courtly  play, 
He  mark'd  the  fav'rite  of  a  day; 
With  careless  impudence  drew  near, 
And  whisper'd  Hebrew  in  her  ear ; 
A  hint,  which,  like  the  Mason's  sign, 
The  conscious  can  alone  divine. 

The  flutt'ring  nymph,  expert  at  feigning, 
Cry'd,  Sir  ! — pray  Sir,  explain  your  meaning — 
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Go,  prate  to  those  that  may  endure  ye — 

To  me  this  rudeness! 1  '11  assure  ye  !- 

Then  off  she  glided  like  a  swallow, 

As  saying you  guess  where  to  follow. 

To  such  as  know  the  party  set, 
'Tis  needless  to  declare  they  met ; 
The  parson's  barn,  as  authors  mention, 
Confess'd  the  fair  had  apprehension. 
Her  honour  there  secure  from  stain, 
She  held  all  farther  trifling  vain ; 
No  more  affected  to  be  coy, 
But  rush'd,  licentious,  on  the  joy. 

Hist,  love!  the  male  companion  cry'd, 
Retire  awhile,  I  fear  we're  spy'd; 
Nor  was  the  caution  vain ;  he  saw 
A  Turtle  rustling  in  the  straw, 
While  o'er  her  callow  brood  she  hung, 
And  fondly  thus  address'd  her  young : 

Ye  tender  objects  of  my  care ! 
Peace,  peace,  ye  little  helpless  pair; 
Anon  he  comes,  your  gentle  sire, 
And  brings  you  all  your  hearts  require. 
For  us,  his  infants  and  his  bride, 
For  us,  with  only  love  to  guide, 
Our  lord  assumes  an  eagle's  speed, 
And  like  a  lion  dares  to  bleed. 
Nor  yet  by  wint'ry  skies  confin'd, 
He  mounts  upon  the  rudest  wind  ; 
From  danger  tears  the  vital  spoil, 
And  with  affection  sweetens  toil. 
Ah  cease,  too  venfrous!  cease  to  dare, 
In  thine,  our  dearer  safety  spare; 
From  him,  ye  cruel  falcons  stray, 
And  turn ,  ye  fowlers,  far  away  ! 

Should  I  survive  to  see  the  day, 
That  tears  me  from  myself  away  ; 
That  cancels  all  that  heav'n  could  give, 
The  life,  by  which  alone  I  live; 
Alas,  how  more  than  lost  were  I, 
Who,  in  the  thought,  already  die ! 

Ye  pow'rs,  whom  men  and  birds  obey, 
Great  rulers  of  our  creatures,  say, 
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Why  mourning  comes,  by  bliss  convey'd, 
And  e'en  the  sweets  of  love  allay 'd? 
Where  grows  enjoyment,  tall,  and  fair, 
Around  it  twines  entangling  care ; 
While  fear,  for  what  our  souls  possess, 
Enervates  ev'ry  power  to  bless; 
Yet  friendship  forms  the  bliss  above, 
And  life!  what  art  thou,  without  love  ? 
Our  hero,  who  had  heard  a  part, 
Felt  something  moving  in  his  heart, 
But  quickly,  with  disdain  suppress 'd 
The  virtue,  rising  in  his  breast ; 
And  first  he  feign'd  to  laugh  aloud, 
And  next,  approaching,  smil'd  and  bow'd. 

Madam,  you  mustnot  think  me  rude  ; 
Good  manners  never  can  intrude  ; 
I  vow  I  came  through  pure  good-nature  ! 
(Upon  my  soul  a  charming  creature) 
Are  these  the  comforts  of  a  wife? 
This  careful,  cloister'd,  moping  life  1 
No  doubt  that  odious  thing,  call'd  dnty, 
Is  a  sweet  province  for  a  beauty. 
Thou  pretty  ignorance  !  thy  will 
Is  measnr'd  to  thy  want  of  skill; 
That  good  old-fashion'd  dame,  thy  mother, 
Has  taught  thy  infant  years  no  other — 
The  greatest  ill  in  the  creation 
Is  sure  the  want  of  education. 

But  think  ye, — tell  me,  without  feigning, 
Have  all  these  charms  no  farther  meaning? 
Dame  nature,  if  you  don't  forget  her, 
Might  teach  your  ladyship  much  better. 
For  shame,  reject  this  mean  employment, 
Enter  the  world,  and  taste  enjoyment; 
Where  time,  by  circling  bliss,  we  measure  ; 
Beauty  was  form'd  alone  for  pleasure  : 
Come,  prove  the  blessing,  follow  me, 
Be  wise,  be  happy,  and  be  free. 

Kind  Sir,  replied  our  matron  chaste, 
Your  zeal  seems  pretty  much  in  haste ; 
I  own,  the  fondness  to  be  bless'd, 
Is  a  deep  thirst  in  ev'ry  breast. 


326  MOORE'S  FABLES. 

Of  blessings,  too,  I  have  my  store, 

Yet  quarrel  not,  should  heav'n  give  more  ; 

Then  prove  the  change  to  be  expedient, 

And  think  me,  Sir,  your  most  obedient. 

Here  turning,  as  to  one  inferior, 

Our  gallant  spoke,  and  smil'd  superior. 

Methinks,  to  quit  your  boasted  station 

Requires  a  world  of  hesitation, 

Where  brats  and  bonds  are  held  a  blessing, 

The  case,  I  doubt,  is  past  redressing ; 

Why,  child,  suppose  the  joys  I  mention 

Were  the  mere  fruits  of  my  invention, 

You  've  cause  sufficient  for  your  carriage, 

In  flying  from  the  curse  of  marriage ; 

That  sly  decoy,  with  vary'd  snares, 

That  takes  your  widgeons  in  by  pairs ; 

Alike  to  husband,  and  to  wife, 

The  cure  of  love,  and  bane  of  life ; 

The  only  method  of  forecasting, 

To  make  misfortune  firm  and  lasting  ; 

The  sin  by  heav'n's  peculiar  sentence, 

Unpardon'd,  through  a  life's  repentance. 

Tt  is  the  double  snake  that  weds, 

A  common  tail  to  difTrent  heads  ; 

That  leads  the  carcass  still  astray, 

By  dragging  each  a  different  way. 

Of  all  the  ills  that  may  attend  me, 

From  marriage,  mighty  gods,  defend  me ! 

Give  me  frank  nature's  wild  demesne, 
And  boundless  tract  of  air  serene, 
Where  fancy,  ever  wing'd  for  change, 
Delights  to  sport,  delights  to  range ; 
There,  Liberty !  to  thee  is  owing 
Whate'er  of  bliss  is  worth  bestowing; 
Delights,  still  vary'd,  and  divine, 
Sweet  goddess  of  the  hills,  are  thine. 

What  say  you  now,  you  pretty  pink  you  ? 
Have  I,  for  once,  spoke  reason,  think  you? 

You  take  me  now  for  no  romancer 

Come,  never  study  for  an  answer  ; 
Away,  cast  ev'ry  care  behind  you, 
And  fly  where  joy  alone  shall  find  you. 
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Soft  yet,  return'd  our  female  fencer, 

A  question  more,  or  so and  then,  Sir. 

You  've  rally'd  me  with  sense  exceeding, 
With  much  fine  wit,  and  better  breeding; 
But  pray,  Sir,  how  do  you  contrive  it? 
Bo  those  of  your  world  never  wive  it? 
'  No,  no.' — How  then  ? — '  Why  dare  I  tell 
What  does  the  business  full  as  well.' 
Do  you  ne'er  love? — <  An  hour  at  leisure.' 
Have  you  no  friendships? — '  Yes,  for  pleasure.' 
No  cares  for  little  ones  ? — '  We  get  'em, 
The  rest  the  mothers  mind — and  let  'em.' 

Thou  wretch,  rejoin'd  the  kindling  dove, 
Quite  lost  to  life,  as  lost  to  love  ! 
Whene'er  misfortune  comes,  how  just ! 
And  come  misfortune  surely  must; 
In  the  dread  season  of  dismay, 
In  that  your  hour  of  trial,  say, 
Who  then  shall  prop  your  sinking  heart  ? 
Who  bear  affliction's  weightier  part  ? 

Say,  when  the  black-brow'd  welkin  bends, 
And  winter's  gloomy  form  impends, 
To  mourning  turns  all  transient  cheer, 
And  blasts  the  melancholy  year: 
For  times  at  no  persuasion  stay, 
Nor  vice  can  find  perpetual  May  ; 
Then  where  's  that  tongue,  by  folly  led, 
That  soul  of  pertness,  whither  fled  ? 
All  shrunk  within  thy  lonely  nest, 
Forlorn,  abandon'd,  and  unbless'd; 
No  friends,  by  cordial  bonds  ally'd, 
Shall  seek  thy  cold,  unsocial  side ; 
No  chirping  prattles  to  delight, 
Shall  turn  the  long-enduring  night ; 
No  bride  her  words  of  balm  impart, 
And  warm  thee  at  her  constant  heart. 

Freedom,  restrain'd  by  reason's  force, 
Is  as  the  sun's  unvarying  course, 
Benignly  active,  sweetly  bright, 
Affording  warmth,  affording  light ; 
But,  torn  from  virtue's  sacred  rales, 
Becomes  a  comet,  gaz'd by  fools; 
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Foreboding  cares,  and  storm3,  and  strife, 
And  fraught  with  all  the  plagues  of  life. 

Thou  fool !  by  union  ev'ry  creature 
Subsists,  through  universal  nature  ; 
And  this,  to  beings  void  of  mind, 
Is  wedlock,  of  a  meaner  kind. 

While  womb'd  in  space,  primaeval  clay, 
A  yet  unfashion'd  embryo  lay, 
The  source  of  endless  good  above 
Shot  down  his  spark  of  kindling  love ; 
Touch'd  by  the  all-enlivening  flame, 
Then  motion  first  exulting  came  ; 
Each  atom  sought  its  sep'rate  class, 
Through  many  a  fair  enamour'd  mass ; 
Love  cast  the  central  charm  around, 
And  with  eternal  nuptials  bound, 
Then  form  and  order  o'er  the  sky, 
First  train'd  their  bridal  pomp  on  high  ; 
The  sun  display'd  his  orb  to  sight, 
And  burn'd  with  hymeneal  light. 

Hence  nature's  virgin  womb  conceiv'd, 
And  with  the  genial  burden  heav'd  ; 
Forth  came  the  oak,  her  first-born  heir, 
And  scal'd  the  breathing  steep  of  air; 
Then  infant  stems,  of  various  use, 
Imbib'd  her  soft,  maternal  juice; 
The  flow'rs,  in  early  bloom  disclos'd, 
Upon  her  fragrant  breast  repos'd ; 
Within  her  warm  embraces  grew 
A  race  of  endless  form  and  hue  ; 
Then  pour'd  her  lesser  offspring  round, 
And  fondly  cloth'd  their  parent  ground. 

Nor  here  alone  the  virtue  reign'd, 
By  matter's  cumb'ring  form  detain'd; 
But  thence,  subliming,  and  refin'd, 
Aspir'd  and  reach'd  its  kindred  mind. 
Caught  in  the  fond  celestial  fire, 
The  mind  perceiv'd  unknown  desire  ; 
And  now  with  kind  effusion  flow'd, 
And  now  with  cordial  ardours  glow'd  ; 
Beheld  the  sympathetic  fair, 
And  lov'd  its  own  resemblance  there; 
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On  all  with  circling  radiance  shone, 
But  cent'ring  fix'd  on  one  alone; 
There  clasp'd  the  heav'n-appointed  wife, 
And  doubled  ev'ryjoy  of  life. 

Here,  ever  blessing,  ever  bless'd, 
Resides  this  beauty  of  the  breast. 
As  from  his  palace,  here  the  god 
Still  beams  eftulgent  bliss  abroad ; 
Here  gems  his  own  eternal  round, 
The  ring  by  which  the  world  is  bound  ; 
Here  bids  his  seat  of  empire  grow, 
And  builds  his  little  heav'n  below. 

The  bridal  partners  thus  ally'd, 
And  thus  in  sweet  accordance  tied, 
One  body,  heart,  and  spirit,  live, 
Enrich'd  by  every  joy  they  give; 
Like  echo,  from  her  vocal  hold, 
Return'd  in  music  twenty  fold. 
Their  union  firm,  andundecay'd, 
Nor  time  can  shake,  nor  pow'r  invade; 
But  a3  the  stem  and  scion  stand, 
Ingrafted  by  a  skilful  hand; 
They  check  the  tempest's  wint'ry  rage, 
And  bloom  and  strengthen  into  age. 
A  thousand  amities  unknown, 
And  pow'rs,  perceiv'd  by  love  alone  ; 
Endearing  looks,  and  chaste  desire, 
Fan  and  support  the  mutual  fire ; 
Whose  flame,  perpetual  as  refin'd, 
Is  fed  by  an  immortal  mind. 

Nor  yet  the  nuptial  sanction  ends, 
Like  Nile,  it  opens  and  descends  ; 
Which,  by  apparent  windings  led, 
We  trace  to  its  celestial  head. 
The  fire  first  springing  from  above, 
Becomes  the  source  of  life  and  love, 
And  gives  his  filial  heir  to  flow, 
In  fondness  down  on  sons  below; 
Thus  roll'd  in  one  continu'd  tide, 
To  time's  extremest  verge  they  glide  ; 
While  kindred  streams,  on  either  hand, 
Branch  forth  in  blessings  o'er  the  land. 
P 
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Thee,  wretch !  no  lisping  babe  shall  name, 
No  late-returning  brother  claim, 
No  kinsman  on  thy  road  rejoice, 
No  sister  greet  thy  ent'ring  voice; 
With  partial  eyes  no  parents  see, 
And  bless  their  years,  restor'd  in  thee. 

In  age  rejected,  or  declin'd, 
An  alien,  e'en  among  thy  kind, 
The  partner  of  thy  scorn'd  embrace 
Shall  play  the  wanton  in  thy  face; 
Each  spark  unplurue  thy  little  pride, 
All  friendship  fly  thy  faithless  side; 
Thy  name  shall  like* thy  carcase  rot, 
In  sickness  spurn'd,  in  death  forgot. 

All-giving  Pow'r!  great  Source  of  life! 
<)  hear  the  parent!  hear  the  wife! 
That  life,  thoulendest  from  above, 
Though  li  tie,  make  it  large  in  love; 
O  bid  my  feeling  heart  expand 
To  ev'ry  claim,  on  ev'ry  hand: 
To  those,  from  whom  my  days  I  drew, 
To  these,  in  whom  those  days  renew ; 
To  all  my  kin,  however  wide, 
In  cordial  warmth,  as  blood  ally'd; 
To  friends  with  steely  fetters  twin'd, 
And  to  the  cruel  not  unkind, 
But  chief,  the  lord  of  my  desiie, 
My  life,  myself,  my  soul,  my  sire  ; 
Friends,  children,  all  that  wish  can  claim, 
Chaote  passion  clasp,  and  rapture  name; 
O  spare  him,  spare  him,  gracious  Pow'r  ! 
O  give  him  to  my  latest  hour ! 
Let  me  my  length  of  life  employ 
To  give  my  sole  enjoyment  joy; 
His  love,  let  mutual  love  excite, 
Turn  all  my  cares  to  his  delight; 
And  ev'ry  needless  blessing  spare, 
Wherein  my  darling  wants  a  share. 

When  he  with  graceful  action  woos, 
And  sweetly  bills,  and  fondly  coos, 
Ah !  deck  me  to  his  eyes  alone, 
With  charms  attractive  as  his  own. 
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And  in  my  circling  wings  caress'd, 

Give  all  the  lover  to  my  breast. 

Then  in  our  chaste  connubial  bed, 

My  bosom  pillow'd  for  his  head, 

His  eyes  "with  blissful  slumbers  close, 

And  watch,  with  me,  my  lord's  repose; 

Your  peace  around  his  temples  twine, 

And  love  him  with  a  love  like  mine. 
And,  for  I  know  his  gen'rous  flame, 

Beyond  whate'er  my  sex  can  claim, 

Me  too  to  your  protection  take, 

And  spare  me  for  my  husband's  sake  ; 

Let  one  unruffled  calm  delight, 

The  loving  and  belov'd  unite  ; 

One  pure  desire  our  bosoms  warm, 

One  will  direct,  one  wish  inform  ; 

Through  life,  one  mutual  aid  sustain, 

In  death,  one  peaceful  grave  contain. 
While,  swelling  with  the  darling  theme, 

Her  accents  pour'd  an  endless  stream, 
The  well-known  wings  a  sound  impart, 
That  reach'd  her  ear,  and  touch'd  her  heart: 

Quick  dropp'd  the  music  of  her  tongue, 
And  forth  with  eager  joy  she  sprung, 
As  swift  her  ent'ring  consort  flew 
And  plum'd  and  kindled  at  the  view. 

Their  wings,  their  souls  embracing,  meet, 
Their  hearts  with  answering  measure  beat ; 
Half  lost  in  sacred  sweets,  and  bless'd 
With  raptures  felt,  but  ne'er  express'd. 

Straight  to  her  humble  roof  she  led 
The  partner  of  her  spotless  bed; 
Her  young,  a  fluttering  pair,  arise, 
Their  welcome  sparkling  in  their  eyes; 
Transported,  to  their  sire  they  bound, 
And  hang  with  speechless  action  round. 
In  pleasure  wrapt,  the  parents  stand, 
And  see  their  little  wings  expand; 
The  sire,  his  life-sustaining  prize 
To  each  expecting  bill  applies ; 
There  fondly  pours  the  wheaten  spoil, 
With  transport  giv'n,  though  won  with  toil ; 
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While,  all  collected  at  the  sight, 
And  silent  through  supreme  delight, 
The  fair  high  heav'n  of  bliss  beguiles, 
And  on  her  lord  and  infants  smiles. 

The  Sparrow,  whose  attention  hung 
Upon  the  Dove's  enchanting  tongue, 
Of  all  his  little  slights  disarm'd, 
And  from  himself,  by  virtue,  charm'd ; 
When  now  he  saw,  what  only  seem'd, 
A  fact,  so  late  a  fable  deem'd, 
His  soul  to  envy  he  resign'd, 
His  hours  of  folly  to  the  wind  ; 
In  secret  wish'd  a  Turtle  too, 
And,  sighing  to  himself,  withdrew. 

FABLE  XV. 

The  Female  Seducers. 

'Tis  said  of  widow,  maid,  and  wife, 
That  honour  is  a  woman's  life  ; 
Unhappy  sex !  who  only  claim 
A  being  in  the  breath  of  fame, 
Which  tainted,  not  the  quick'ning  gales 
That  sweep  Sabfea's  spicy  vales, 
Nor  all  the  healing  sweets  restore, 
That  breathe  along  Arabia's  shore. 

The  trav'ller,  if  he  chance  to  stray, 
May  turn  uncensur'd  to  his  way; 
Polluted  streams  again  are  pure, 
And  deepest  wounds  admit  a  cure  ; 
But  woman  no  redemption  knows; 
The  wounds  of  honour  never  close ! 

Though  distant  ev'ry  hand  to  guide, 
Nor  skili'd  on  life's  tempestuous  tide ; 
If  once  her  feeble  bark  recede, 
Or  deviate  from  the  course  decreed , 
In  vain  she  seeks  the  friendly  shore, 
Her  swifter  folly  flies  before ; 
The  circling  ports  against  her  close, 
And  shut  the  wand'rer  from  repose  ; 
Till  by  conflicting  waves  opprest, 
Her  found'ring  pinnace  sinks  to  rest. 
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Are  there  no  ofPrings  to  atone 

For  but  a  single  error? None. 

Though  w  oman  is  avow'd  of  old 
No  daughter  of  celestial  mould, 
Her  temp'ring  not  without  allay, 
And  form'd  but  of  the  finer  clay, 
We  challenge  from  the  mortal  dame, 
The  strength  angelic  natures  claim; 
Nay  more :  for  sacred  stories  tell, 
That  e'en  immortal  angels  fell. 

Whatever  fills  the  teeming  sphere 
Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air, 
With  varying  elements  endu'd, 
Was  form'd  to  fall,  and  rise  renew 'd. 

The  stars  no  fix'd  duration  know, 
Wide  oceans  ebb,  again  to  flow; 
The  moon  repletes  her  waning  face, 
All-beauteous,  from  her  late  disgrace ; 
And  suns,  that  mourn  approaching  night, 
Refulgent  rise,  with  new-born  light. 

In  vain  may  death  and  time  subdue, 
While  nature  mints  her  race  anew, 
And  holds  some  vital  spark  apart, 
Like  virtue,  hid  in  ev'ry  heart ; 
'Tis  hence,  reviving  warmth  is  seen 
To  clothe  a  naked  world  in  green. 
No  longer  barr'd  by  winter's  cold, 
Again  the  gates  of  life  unfold; 
Again  each  insect  tries  his  wing, 
And  lifts  fresh  pinions  on  the  spring: 
Again  from  ev'ry  latent  root 
The  bladed  stem  and  tendril  shoot, 
Exhaling  incense  to  the  skies, 
Again  to  perish,  and  to  rise. 
And  must  weak  woman  then  disown 
The  change  to  which  a  world  is  prone? 
In  one  meridian  brightness  shine, 
And  ne'er  like  ev'ning  suns  decline? 

Resolv'd  and  firm  alone  ? Is  this 

What  we  demand  of  woman? — Yes. 

But  should  the  spark  of  vestal  fire, 
In  some  unguarded  hour  expire ; 
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Or  should  tbe  nightly  thief  invade 
Hesperia's  chaste  and  sacred  shade ; 
Of  all  the  blooming  spoils  possess'd, 
The  dragon  honour  charm'd  to  rest; 
Shall  virtue's  name  no  more  return  ? 
No  more  with  virgin  splendour  burn  ? 
No  more  the  ravag'd  garden  blow 
With  spring's  succeeding  blossoms? — No 
Pity  may  mourn ,  but  not  restore, 
And  woman  falls to  rise  no  more. 

Within  this  sublunary  sphere, 

A  country  lies no  matter  where  ; 

The  clime  may  readily  be  found 
By  all  who  tread  poetic  ground. 
A  stream,  call'd  Life,  across  it  glides, 
And  equally  the  land  divides; 
And  here,  of  Vice  the  province  lies, 
And  there,  the  hills  of  Virtue  rise. 

Upon  a  mountain's  airy  stand, 
Whose  summit  look'dto  either  land. 
An  ancient  pair  their  dwelling  chose, 
As  well  for  prospect  as  repose; 
For  mutual  faith  they  long  were  fam'd, 
And  Temp'rance  and  Religion  nam'd. 

A  num'rous  progeny  divine, 
Confess *d  the  honours  of  their  line; 
But  in  a  little  daughter  fair, 
Was  centred  more  than  half  their  care ; 
For  heav'n,  to  gratulate  her  birth, 
Gave  signs  of  future  joy  to  earth; 
White  was  the  robe  this  infant  wore, 
And  Chastity  the  name  she  bore. 

As  now  the  maid  in  stature  grew 
(A  fiow'r  just  op'ning  to  the  view), 
Oft  through  her  native  lawns  she  stray'd, 
And  wrestling  with  the  lambkins  play'd; 
Her  looks  diffusive  sweets  bequeath'd, 
The  breeze  grew  purer  as  she  breath'd ; 
The  morn  her  radiant  blush  assum'd, 
,  .  The  spring  with  earlier  fragrance  bloom'd ; 
And  nature  yearly  took  delight, 
Like  her,  to  dress  the  world  in  white. 
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But  when  her  rising  form  was  seen 
To  reach  the  ciisis  of  fifteen  ; 
Her  parents  up  the  mountain's  head, 
With  anxious  step  their  darling  led; 
By  turns  they  snatch'd  her  to  their  breast, 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  express'd. 
O  joyful  cause  of  many  a  care! 
O  daughter,  too  divinely  fair! 
Yon  world,  on  this  important  day, 
Demands  thee  to  a  dang'rous  way; 
A  painful  journey  all  must  go, 
Whose  doubted  period  none  can  know; 
Whose  due  direction  who  can  find, 
Where  reason  's  mute,  and  sense  is  blind? 
Ah,  what  unequal  leaders  these, 
Through  such  a  wide  perplexing  maze  ! 
Then  mark  the  warnings  of  the  wise, 
And  learn,  what  love  and  years  advise. 

Far  to  the  right  thy  prospect  bend, 
Where  yonder  tow'ring  hills  ascend; 
Lo,  there  the  arduous  path  's  in  view, 
Which  Virtue  and  her  sons  pursue ; 
With  toil  o'er  less'ning  earth  they  rise, 
And  gain,  and  gain  upon  the  skies. 
Narrow  's  the  way  her  children  tread, 
No  walk  for  pleasure  smoothly  spread ; 
But  rough,  and  difficult,  and  steep, 
Painful  to  climb,  and  hard  to  keep. 

Fruits  immature  those  lands  dispense, 
A  food  indelicate  to  sense, 
Of  taste  unpleasant ;  yet  from  those 
Pure  health,  with  cheerful  vigour  flows; 
And  strength,  unfeeling  of  decay, 
Throughout  the  long  laborious  way. 

Hence,  as  they  scale  that  heav'nly  road, 
Each  limb  is  lighten'd  of  its  load; 
From  earth  refining  still  they  go, 
And  leave  the  mortal  weight  below; 
Then  spreads  the  strait,  the  doubtful  clears, 
And  smooth  the  rugged  path  appears  : 
For  custom  turns  fatigue  to  ease, 
And,  taught  by  Virtue,  pain  can  please. 
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At  length,  the  toilsome  journey  o'er, 
And  near  the  bright,  celestial  shore, 
A  gulf,  black,  fearful,  and  profound, 
Appears,  of  either  world  the  bound. 
Through  darkness,  leading  up  to  light, 
Sense  backward  shrinks,  and  shuns  the  sight; 
For  there  the  transitory  train 
Of  time,  and  form,  and  care,  and  pain, 
And  matter's  gross,  incumb'ring  mass, 
Man's  late  associates,  cannot  pass ; 
But,  sinking,  quit  th'  immortal  charge, 
And  leave  the  wond'ring  soul  at  large : 
Lightly  she  wings  her  obvious  way, 
And  mingles  with  eternal  day. 

Thither,  O  thither  wing  thy  speed, 
Though  pleasure  charm,  or  pain  impede; 
To  such  th'  all-bounteous  Pow'r  has  giv'u, 
For  present  earth,  a  future  heav'n ; 
For  trivial  loss,  unmeasur'd  gain, 

And  endless  bliss,  for  transient  pain ; 

Then  fear,  ah!   fear  to  turn  thy  sight 

Where  yonder  fiow'ry  fields  invite  ; 

Wide  on  the  left  the  path-way  bends, 

And  with  pernicious  ease  descends; 

There,  sweet  to  sense,  and  fair  to  show, 

New-planted  Edens  seem  to  blow ; 

Trees  that  delicious  poison  bear, 

For  death  is  vegetable  there. 

Hence  is  the  frame  of  health  xmbrac'd, 

Each  sinew  slack'ning  at  the  taste  ; 

The  soul  to  passion  yields  her  throne, 

And  sees  with  organs  not  her  own; 

While,  like  the  slumb'rer  in  the  night, 

Pleas'd  ■with  the  shadowy  dream  of  light, 

Before  her  alienated  eyes, 

The  scenes  of  fairy-land  arise ; 

The  puppet-world's  amusing  show, 

Dipt  in  the  gaily-colour'd  bow  ; 

Sceptres,  and  wreaths,  and  glitf  ring  things, 

The  toys  of  infants,  and  of  kings ; 

That  tempt  along  th*}  baneful  plain, 

Th'  idly  wise,  and  lightly  Tain  ; 
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Till,  verging  on  the  gulfy  shore, 
Sudden  they  sink,  and  rise  no  more. 

But  list  to  what  thy  fates  declare, 
Though  thou  art  woman ,  frail  as  fair, 
If  once  thy  sliding  foot  should  stray, 
Once  quit  yon  heav'n- appointed  way, 
For  thee,  lost  maid,  for  thee  alone, 
Nor  pray'rs  shall  plead,  nor  tears  atone ; 
Reproach,  scorn,  infamy,  and  hate, 
On  thy  returning  steps  shall  wait; 
Thy  form  he  loath'd  by  ev'ry  eye, 
And  ev'ry  foot  thy  presence  fly. 

Thus,  arm'd  with  words  of  potent  sound, 
Like  guardian-angels  plac'd  around, 
A  charm  by  truth  divinely  cast, 
Forward  our  young  advent'rer  pass'd. 
Forth  from  her  sacred  eyelids  sent, 
Like  morn,  fore-running  radiance  went ; 
While  Honour,  handmaid  late  assign'd, 
Upheld  her  lucid  train  behind. 
Awe-struck,  the  much-admiring  crowd, 
Before  the  virgin  vision  bow'd ; 
Gaz'd  with  an  ever-new  delight, 
And  caught  fresh  virtue  at  the  sight; 
For  not  of  earth's  unequal  frame, 
They  deem'd  the  heav'n-compounded  dame. 
If  matter,  sure  the  most  refin'd, 
High-wrought,  and  temper'd  into  mind, 
Some  darling  daughter  of  the  day, 
And  body'd  by  her  native  ray. 

Where'er  she  passes,  thousands  bend, 
And  thousands,  where  she  moves,  attend; 
Her  ways  observant  eyes  confess, 
Her  steps  pursuing  praises  bless  ; 
While  to  the  elevated  maid, 
Oblations,  as  to  heav'n,  are  paid. 

'Twas  on  an  ever-blithsome  day, 
The  jovial  birth  of  lovely  May, 
When  genial  warmth,  no  more  suppress'd, 
Now  melts  the  frost  in  ev'ry  breast; 
The  cheek  with  secret  flushing  dyes, 
And  looks  kind  things  from  chastest  eyes ; 
P2 
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The  sun  with  healthier  visage  glows, 
Aside  his  clouded  kerchief  throws; 
And  dances  up  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Where  late  he  us'd  to  climb  with  pain  ; 
While  nature,  as  from  bonds  set  free, 
Springs  out,  and  gives  a  loose  to  glee. 

And  now,  for  momentary  rest, 
The  nymph  her  travell'd  step  repress'd : 
Just  turn'd  to  view  the  stage  attain'd, 
And  glory'd  in  the  height  she  gain'd. 

Outstretch'd  before  her  wide  survey, 
The  realms  of  sweet  perdition  lay ; 
And  pity  touch' d  her  soul  with  woe, 
To  see  a  world  so  lost  below ; 
When  straight  the  breeze  began  to  breathe 
Airs,  gently  wafted  from  beneath  ; 
That  bore  commission'd  witchcraft  thence, 
And  reach'd  her  sympathy  of  sense  ; 
No  sounds  of  discord,  that  disclose 
A  people  sunk  and  lost  in  woes; 
But,  as  of  present  good  possess'd, 
The  very  triumph  of  the  bless'd. 
The  maid  in  wrapt  attention  hung, 
While  thus  approaching  syrens  sung : 
'  Hither,  fairest,  hither  haste, 
Brightest  beauty,  come  and  taste, 
What  the  pow'rs  of  bliss  unfold, 
Joys,  too  mighty  to  be  told; 
Taste  what  ecstacies  they  give, 
Dying  raptures — taste  and  live. 

In  thy  lap,  disdaining  measure, 
Nature  empties  all  her  treasure ; 
Soft  desires,  that  sweetly  languish, 
Fierce  delights,  that  rise  to  anguish ; 
Fairest,  dost  thou  yet  delay  1 
Brightest  beauty,  come  away. 

List  not,  when  the  froward  chide, 
Sons  of  pedantry  and  pride : 
Snarlers,  to  whose  feeble  sense, 
April  sunshine  in  offence ; 
Age  and  envy  will  advise 
E'en  against  the  joy  they  prize. 
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Come,  in  pleasure's  balmy  bowl, 
Slake  the  thirstings  of  thy  soul. 
Till  thy  raptui-'d  pow'rs  are  fainting, 
With  enjoyment  past  the  painting; 
Fairest,  dost  thou  yet  delay? 
Brightest  beauty,  come  away.' 
So  sung  the  syrens,  as  of  yore, 
Upon  the  false  Ausonian  shore ; 
And,  0  !  for  that  preventing  chain, 
That  bound  Ulysses  on  the  main  ; 
That  so  our  fair-one  might  withstand 
The  covert  ruin,  now  at  hand. 

The  song  her  charm'd  attention  drew, 
When  now  the  tempters  stood  in  view; 
Curiosity,  with  prying  eyes, 
And  hands  of  busy,  bold  emprise; 
Like  Hermes,  feather'd  were  her  feet, 
And,  like  fore-running  fancy,  fleet. 
By  search  untaught,  by  toil  untir'd, 
To  novelty  she  still  aspir'd. 
Tasteless  of  ev'ry  good  possess'd, 
And  but  in  expectation  bless'd. 

With  her,  associate,  Pleasure  came, 
Gay  Pleasure,  frolic-loving  dame  ; 
Her  mien,  all  swimming  in  delight, 
Her  beauties,  half-reveal'd  to  sight. 

Loose  flow'd  her  garments  from  the  ground, 
And  caught  the  kissing  winds  around. 
As  erst  Medusa's  looks  were  known 
To  turn  beholders  into  stone ; 
A  dire  reversion  here  they  felt, 
And  in  the  eye  of  Pleasure  melt. 
Her  glance  with  sweet  persuasion  charm'd ; 
Unnerv'd  the  strong,  the  steel  disarm'd ; 
No  safety  e'en  the  flying  find, 
Who,  vent'rous,  look  but  once  behind. 
Thus  was  the  much-admiring  maid, 
While  distant,  more  than  half  betray'd. 
With  smiles,  and  adulation  bland, 
They  join'd  her  side,  and  seiz'd  her  hand  : 
Their  touch  envenom'd  sweets  instill'd, 
Her  frame  with  new  pulsations  thrill'd ; 
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While,  half  consenting,  half  denj'ing, 
Reluctant  now,  and  now  complying; 
Amidst  a  war  of  hopes  and  fears, 
Of  trembling  wishes,  smiling  tears, 
Still  down,  and  down,  the  winning  pair 
Compell'd  the  struggling,  yielding  fair. 

As  when  some  stately  vessel,  hound 
To  bless  Arabia's  distant  ground, 
Borne  from  her  courses,  haply  lights 
Where  Barca's  flow'ry  clime  invites  ; 
Conceal'd  around  whose  treach'rous  land, 
Lurk  the  dire  rock,  and  dang'rous  sand; 
The  pilot  warns,  with  sail  and  oar, 
To  shun  the  much-suspected  shore, 
In  vain;  the  tide,  too  subtly  strong, 
Still  bears  the  wrestling  bark  along, 
Till,  found'ring,  she  resigns  to  fate, 
And  sinks,  o'erwhelm'd,  with  all  her  freight. 
So,  baffling  ev'ry  bar  to  sin, 
And  heav'n's  own  pilot  plac'd  within, 
Along  the  devious,  smooth  descent, 
With  pow'rs  increasing  as  they  went, 
The  dames,  accustom'd  to  subdue, 
As  with  a  rapid  current  drew, 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  convey'd, 
The  lost,  the  long  reluctant  maid. 

Here  stop,  ye  fair  ones,  and  beware, 
Nor  send  your  fond  affections  there; 
Yet,  yet  your  darling  now  deplor'd, 
May  turn,  to  you  and  heav'n,  restor'd. 
Till  then  with  weeping  Honour  wait 
The  servant  of  her  better  fate ; 
With  Honour  left  upon  the  shore, 
Her  friend,  and  handmaid,  now  no  more; 
Nor,  with  the  guilty  world,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch  betray'd ; 
But  o'er  her  failings  cast  a  veil, 
Rememb'ring  you  yourselves  are  frail. 

And  now,  from  all-inquiring  light, 
Fast  fled  the  conscious  shades  of  night ; 
The  damsel,  from  a  short  repose, 
Confounded  at  her  plight,  arose. 
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As  when,  with  slurnb'rous  weight  oppress'd, 
Some  wealthy  miser  sinks  to  rest, 
Where  felons  eye  the  glitt'ring  prey, 
And  steal  his  hoard  of  joys  away; 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  streams, 
Of  pearl,  and  quarry'd  di'mond  dreams, 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  glebe  to  ore, 
And  stands  all  wrapt  amidst  his  store ; 
But  wakens,  naked,  and  despoil'd 
Of  that  for  which  his  years  had  toiFd : 

So  far'd  the  nymph,  her  treasure  flown, 
And  turn'd,  like  Niobe,  to  stone  ; 
Within,  without,  obscure  and  void, 
She  felt  all  ravag'd,  all  destroy'd. 
And,  0  thou  curs'd,  insidious  coast! 
Are  these  the  blessings  thou  canst  boast? 
These,  Virtue  !  these  the  joys  they  find, 
Who  leave  thy  heav'n-topt  hills  behind  ? 
Shade  me,  ye  pines,  ye  caverns,  hide, 
Ye  mountains,  cover  me,  she  cry'd! 

Her  trumpet  Slander  rais'd  on  high, 
And  told  the  tidings  to  the  sky ; 
Contempt  discharg'd  a  living  dart, 
A  side-long  viper  to  her  heart; 
Reproach  breath'd  poisons  o'er  her  face, 
And  soil'd  and  blasted  ev'ry  grace ; 
Officious  Shame,  her  handmaid  new, 
Still  turn'd  the  mirror  to  her  view  ; 
While  those  in  crimes  the  deepest  dy'd, 
Approach'd  to  whiten  at  her  side  ; 
And  ev'ry  lewd  insulting  dame, 
Upon  her  folly  rose  to  fame. 

What  should  she  do  ?    Attempt  once  more 
To  gain  the  late  deserted  shore  ? 
So  trusting,  back  the  mourner  flew, 
As  fast  the  train  of  fiends  pursue. 

Again  the  farther  shore's  attain'd, 
Again  the  land  of  Virtue  gain'd ; 
But  Echo  gathers  in  the  wind, 
And  shews  her  instant  foes  behind. 
Amaz'd,  with  headlong  speed  she  tends, 
Where  late  she  left  a  host  of  friends ; 
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Alas!  those  shrinking  friends  decline, 
Nor  longer  own  that  form  divine  ; 
With  fear  they  mark  the  following  cry, 
And  from  the  lonely  trembler  fly; 
Or  backward  drive  her  on  the  coast, 
Where  peace  was  wreck'd,  and  honour  lost. 
From  earth  thus  hoping  aid  in  vain, 
To  heav'n  not  daring  to  complain  ; 
No  truce  by  hostile  clamour  giv'n, 
And  from  the  face  of  friendship  driv'n, 
The  nymph  sunk  prostrate  on  the  ground, 
With  all  her  weight  of  woes  around. 

Enthron'd  within  a  circling  sky, 
Upon  a  mount,  o'er  mountains  high, 
All  radiant  sate,  as  in  a  shrine, 
Virtue,  first  effluence  divine; 
Far,  far  above  the  scenes  of  woe, 
That  shut  this  cloud-wrapt  world  below; 
Superior  goddess,  essence  bright, 
Beauty  of  uncreated  light, 
Whom  should  mortality  survey, 
As  doom'd  upon  a  certain  day, 
The  breath  of  frailty  must  expire, 
The  world  dissolve  in  living  fire: 
The  gems  of  heav'n,  and  solar  flame, 
Be  quench'd  by  her  eternal  beam, 
And  nature,  quick'ningin  her  eye, 
To  rise  a  new-born  phoenix,  die. 

Hence,  unreveal'd  to  mortal  view, 
A  veil  around  her  form  she  threw ; 
Which  three  sad  sisters  of  the  shade, 
Pain,  Care,  and  Melancholy  made. 

Through  this  her  all-inquiring  eye, 
Attentive  from  her  station  high, 
Beheld,  abandon'd  to  despair, 
The  ruins  of  her  fav'rite  fair ; 
And  with  a  voice,  whose  awful  sound 
Appall'd  the  guilty  world  around, 
Bid  the  tumultuous  winds  be  still, 
To  numbers  bow'd  each  list'ning  hill ; 
Uncurl'd  the  surging  of  the  main ; 
And  smooth'd  the  thorny  bed  of  pain ; 
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The  golden  harp  of  hear'n  she  strung, 
And  thus  the  tuneful  goddess  sung: — 

'  Lovely  penitent,  arise, 
Come,  and  claim  thy  kindred  skies; 
Come,  thy  sister  angels  say, 
Thou  hast  wept  thy  stains  away. 

'  Let  experience  now  decide 
'Twixt  the  good  and  evil  try'd; 
In  the  smooth,  enchanted  ground, 
Say,  unfold  the  treasures  found. 

'  Structures,  rais'd  by  morning  dreams, 
Sands,  that  tript  the  flitting  streams; 
Down,  that  anchors  on  the  air, 
Clouds,  that  paint  their  changes  there : 

'  Seas,  that  smoothly  dimpling  lie, 
While  the  storm  impends  on  high ; 
Shewing,  in  an  obvious  glass, 
Joys,  that  in  possession  pass; 

'Transient,  fickle,  light  and  gay, 
Flatt'ring  only  to  betray ; 
What,  alas !  can  life  contain  1 
Life!  like  all  its  circles vain. 

'  Will  the  stork,  intending  rest, 
On  the  billow  build  her  nest? 
Will  the  bee  demand  his  store 
From  the  bleak  and  bladeless  shore  1 

'  Man  alone,  intent  to  stray, 
Ever  turns  from  wisdom's  way; 
Lays  up  wealth  in  foreign  land, 
Sows  the  sea,  and  ploughs  the  sand. 

•  Soon  this  elemental  mass, 

Soon  th'  incumb'ring  world  shall  pass  ; 
Form  be  wrapt  in  wasting  fire, 
Time  be  spent,  and  life  expire. 

•  Then,  ye  boasted  works  of  men, 
Where  is  your  asylum  then  1 
Sons  of  pleasure,  sons  of  care, 
Tell  me,  mortals,  tell  me  where  ? 

'  Gone,  like  traces  on  the  deep, 
Like  a  sceptre  grasp'd  in  sleep ; 
Dews  exhal'd  from  morning  glades, 
Melting  snows,  and  gliding  shades. 
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'  Pass  the  world,  and  what's  behind? 
Virtue's  gold,  by  fire  refin'd ; 
From  a  universe  deprav'd, 
From  the  wreck  of  nature  sav'd. 

*  Like  the  life-supporting  grain, 
Fruit  of  patience,  and  of  pain, 
On  the  swain's  autumnal  day, 
Winnow'd  from  the  chaff  away. 

'  Little  trembler,  fear  no  more, 
Thou  hast  plenteous  crops  in  store; 
Seed,  by  genial  sorrow  sown, 
More  than  all  thy  soorners  own. 

*  What,  though  hostile  earth  despise? 
Heav'n  beholds  with  gentler  eyes; 
Heav'n  thy  friendless  steps  shall  guide, 
Cheer  thy  hours,  and  guard  thy  side. 

'  When  the  fatal  trump  shall  sound, 
When  th'  immortals  pour  around, 
Heav'n  shall  thy  return  attest, 
Hail'd  by  myriads  of  tha  bless'd. 

*  Little  native  of  the  skies, 
Lovely  penitent,  arise : 

Calm  thy  bosom,  clear  thy  brow, 
Virtue  is  thy  sister  now. 

'  More  delightful  are  my  woes, 
Than  the  rapture  pleasure  knows; 
Richer  far  the  weeds  I  bring, 
Than  the  robes  that  grace  a  king. 

'  On  my  wars,  of  shortest  date, 
Crowns  of  endless  triumph  wait, 
On  my  cares,  a  period  bless'd; 
On  my  toils  eternal  rest. 

'  Come,  with  Virtue  at  thy  side, 
Come,  be  ev'ry  bar  defy'd, 
Till  we  gain  our  native  shore, 
Sister,  come,  and  turn  no  more.* 

FABLE  XVI. 

Love  and  Vanity. 
The  breezy  morning  breath'd  perfume, 
The  wak'ning  flow'rs  unveil'd  their  bloom; 
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Up  with  the  sun,  from  short  repose, 

Gay  health  and  lusty  labour  rose ; 

The  milk-maid  caroll'd  at  her  pail, 

And  shepherds  whistled  o'er  the  dale; 

When  Love,  who  led  a  rural  life, 

Remote  from  bustle,  state,  and  strife, 

Forth  from  his  thatch'd-roof  cottage  stray'd, 

And  stroll'd  along  the  dewy  glade. 
A  nymph,  who  lightly  tripp'd  it  by, 

To  quick  attention  turn'd  his  eye. 

He  mark'd  the  gesture  of  the  fair, 

Her  self-sufficient  grace  and  air; 

Her  steps  that  mincing  meant  to  please, 

Her  study'd  negligence  and  ease ; 

And,  curious  to  inquire  what  meant 

This  thing  of  pret'.iness  and  paint; 

Approaching  spoke,  and  bow'd  observant; 

The  lady,  slightly,— Sir,  your  servant. 

Such  beauty  in  so  rude  a  place  ! 
Fair  one,  you  do  the  country  grace ; 
At  court,  no  doubt,  the  public  care, 

But  Love  has  small  acquaintance  there. 
Yes,  sir,  reply'd  the  flutt'ring  dame, 
This  form  confesses  whence  it  came; 
But  dear  variety,  you  know, 
Can  make  us  pride  and  pomp  forego. 
My  name  is  Vanity.     1  sway 
The  utmost  island  of  the  sea ; 
AVithin  my  court  all  honour  centres ; 
I  raise  the  meanest  soul  that  enters; 
Endow  with  latent  gifts  and  graces, 
And  model  fools  for  gifts  and  places. 

As  Vanity  appoints  a  pleasure, 
The  world  receives  its  weight  and  measure; 
Hence  all  the  grand  concerns  of  life, 
Joy3,  cares,  plagues,  passions,  peace,  and  strife. 

Reflect  how  far  my  pow'r  prevails, 
When  I  step  in,  where  nature  fails, 
And  ev'ry  breach  of  sense  repairing, 
And  bounteous  still,  where  heav'n  is  sparing. 

But  chief  in  all  their  arts  and  airs, 
Their  playing,  painting,  pouts,  and  pray*rs; 
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Their  various  habits,  and  complexions, 

Fits,  frolics,  foibles,  and  perfections; 

Their  robing,  curling,  and  adorning, 

From  noon  till  night,  from  night  to  morning ; 

From  six  to  sixty,  sick  or  sound, 

I  rule  the  female  world  around. 

Hold  there  a  moment,  Cupid  cry'd, 
Nor  boast  dominion  quite  so  wide. 
Was  there  no  province  to  invade, 
But  that  by  love  and  meekness  sway'd? 
All  other  empire  I  resign  ; 
But  be  the  sphere  of  beauty  mine: 

For  in  the  downy  lawn  of  rest, 
That  opens  on  a  woman's  breast, 
Attended  by  my  peaceful  train, 
I  choose  to  live,  and  choose  to  reign. 

Far-sighted  Faith  I  bring  along, 
And  Truth,  above  an  army  strong ; 
And  Chastity,  of  icy  mould, 
Within  the  burning  tropics  cold ; 
And  Lowliness,  to  whose  mild  brow, 
The  pow'r  and  pride  of  nations  bow ; 
And  Modesty,  with  downcast  eye, 
That  lends  the  morn  her  virgin  dye  ; 
And  Innocence,  array'd  in  light, 
And  Honour,  as  a  tow'r  upright ; 
With  sweetly  winning  Gnices,  more 
Than  poets  ever  dreamt  of  yore  ; 
In  unaffected  conduct  free, 
All  smiling  sisters,  three  times  three  ; 
And  rosy  Peace,  the  cherub  bless'd, 
That  nightly  sings  us  all  to  rest. 
Hence,  from  the  bud  of  nature's  prime, 
From  the  first  step  of  infant  time. 
Woman,  the  world's  appointed  light, 
Has  skirted  ev'ry  shade  with  white; 
Has  stood  for  imitation  high, 
To  ev'ry  heart,  and  ev'ry  eye; 
From  ancient  deeds  of  fair  renown, 
Has  brought  her  bright  memorials  down; 
To  time  affix'd  perpetual  youth, 
And  form'd  each  tale  of  love  and  truth. 
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Upon  a  new  Promethean  plan, 
She  moulds  the  essence  of  a  man  ; 
Tempers  his  mass,  his  genius  fires, 
And,  as  a  better  soul,  inspires. 

The  rude  she  softens,  warms  the  cold, 
Exalts  the  meek,  and  checks  the  bold ; 
Calls  sloth  from  his  supine  repose, 
Within  the  coward's  bosom  glows ; 
Of  pride  unplumes  the  lofty  crest, 
Bids  bashful  merit  stand  confess'd; 
And,  like  coarse  metal  from  the  mines, 
Collects,  irradiates,  and  refines. 

The  gentle  science  she  imparts, 
All  manners  smooths,  informs  all  hearts ; 
From  her  sweet  influence  are  felt 
Passions  that  please,  and  thoughts  that  melt; 
The  stormy  rage  she  bids  control, 
And  sinks  serenely  on  the  soul ; 
Softens  Deucalion's  flinty  race, 
And  tunes  the  warring  world  to  peace. 

Thus  arm'd  to  all  that  's  light  and  vain, 
And  freed  from  thy  fantastic  chain, 
She  fiV.s  the  sphere  by  Heav'n  assign'd, 
And,  rul'd  by  me,  o'er-rules  mankind.' 

He  spoke.    The  nymph  impatient  stood, 
And,  laughing,  thus  her  speech  renew'd : 

'  And  pray,  sir,  may  I  be  so  bold, 
To  hope  your  pretty  tale  is  told  1 
And  next  demand,  without  a  cavil, 
What  new  Utopia  do  you  travel  ? 
Upon  my  word,  these  high-flown  fancies, 
Shew  depth  of  learning — in  romances. 
Why,  what  unfashion'd  stuff  you  tell  us, 
Of  buckram  dames,  and  tip-toe  fellows ! 
Go,  child ;  and,  when  you'  re  grown  maturer, 
You  '11  shoot  your  next  opinions  surer. 

O  such  a  pretty  knack  at  painting ! 
And  all  for  soft'ning,  and  for  sainting! 
Guess  now,  who  can,  a  single  feature, 
Through  the  whole  piece  of  female  nature  ! 
Then  mark !  my  looser  hand  may  fit 
The  lines,  too  coarse  for  Love  to  hit. 
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'Tis  said,  that  woman,  prone  to  changing, 
Through  all  the  rounds  of  folly  ranging, 
On  life's  uncertain  ocean  riding, 
No  reason,  rule,  nor  rudder  guiding, 
Is  like  the  comet's  wand'ring  light, 
Eccentric,  ominous,  and  bright, 
Trackless,  and  shifting  as  the  wind, 
A  sea,  whose  fathom  none  can  find ; 
A  moon,  still  changing,  and  revolving, 
A  riddle,  past  all  human  solving  ; 
A  bliss,  a  plague,  a  heav'n,  a  hell, 
A something  that  no  man  can  tell. 

Now  learn  a  secret  from  a  friend, 
But  keep  your  counsel,  and  attend. 

Though  in  their  tempers  thought  so  distant, 
Nor  with  their  sex  nor  selves  consistent, 
'Tis  but  the  difference  of  a  name, 
And  ev'ry  woman  is  the  same. 
For  as  the  world,  however  vary'd, 
And  through  unnumber'd  changes  carry'd, 
Of  elemental  modes  and  forms, 
Clouds,  meteors,  colours,  calms,  and  storms, 
Though  in  a  thousand  suits  array'd, 
Is  of  one  subject-matter  made; 
So,  6ir,  a  woman's  constitution, 
The  world's  enigma,  finds  solution ; 
And  let  her  form  be  what  you  will, 
I  am  the  subject  essence  still. 

With  the  first  spark  of  female  sense, 
The  speck  of  being  I  commence; 
Within  the  womb  make  fresh  advances, 
And  dictate  future  qualms  and  fancies; 
Thence  in  the  growing  form  expand, 
With  childhood  travel  hand  in  hand ; 
And  give  a  taste  of  all  their  joys, 
In  gewgaws,  rattles,  pomp,  and  noise. 
And  now,  familiar,  and  unaw'd, 
I  send  the  flutt'ring  soul  abroad. 
Prais'd  for  her  shape,  her  face,  her  mien, 
The  little  goddess,  and  the  queen, 
Takes  at  her  infant  shrine  oblation, 
And  drinks  sweet  draughts  of  adulation. 
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Now  blooming,  tall,  erect,  and  fair, 
To  dress  becomes  her  darling  care  ; 
The  realms  of  beauty  then  I  bound, 
I  swell  the  hoop's  enchanted  round ; 
Shrink  in  the  waist's  descending  size, 
Heav'd  in  the  snowy  bosom  rise  ; 
High  on  the  floating  lappet  sail, 
Or,  curl'd  in  tresses,  kiss  the  gale. 
Then  to  her  glass  I  lead  the  fair, 
And  shew  the  lovely  idol  there ; 
Where,  struck  as  by  divine  emotion, 
She  bows  with  most  sincere  devotion ; 
And,  numb'ring  ev'ry  beauty  o'er, 
In  secret  bids  the  world  adore. 

Then  all  for  parking  and  parading, 
Coquetting,  dancing,  masquerading ; 
For  balls,  plays,  courts,  and  crowds,  what  passion ! 
And  churches,  sometimes — if  the  fashion; 
For  woman's  sense  of  right  and  wrong, 
Is  rul'd  by  the  almighty  throng; 
Still  turns  to  each  meander  tame, 
And  swims,  the  straw  of  ev'ry  stream. 
Her  soul  intrinsic  worth  rejects, 
Accomplish'd  only  in  defects  ; 
Such  excellence  is  her  ambition, 
Folly,  her  wisest  acquisition; 
And  e'en  from  pity  and  disdain, 
She  '11  cull  some  reason  to  be  vain. 

Thus,  sir,  from  ev'ry  form  and  feature, 
The  wealth,  and  wants  of  female  nature; 
And  e'en  from  vice,  which  you  'd  admire, 
I  gather  fuel  to  my  fire ; 
And  on  the  very  base  of  shame, 
Erect  my  monument  of  fame. 

Let  me  another  truth  attempt, 
Of  which  your  godship  has  not  dreamt. 

Those  shining  virtues  which  you  muster, 
Whence  think  you  they  derive  their  lustre  t 
From  native  honour  and  devotion! 
O  yes,  a  mighty  likely  notion  ! 
Trust  me,  from  titled  dames  to  spinners, 
'Tis  I  make  saints,  whoe'er  makes  sinners; 
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'Tis  1  instruct  them  to  withdraw, 
And  hold  presumptuous  man  in  awe ; 
For  female  worth,  as  I  inspire, 
In  just  degrees,  still  mounts  the  higher 
And  virtue,  so  extremely  nice, 
Demands  long  toil,  and  mighty  price; 
Like  Sampson's  pillars,  fix'd  elate, 
I  bear  the  sex's  tott'ring  state  ; 
Sap  these,  and  in  a  moment's  space, 
Down  sinks  the  fabric  to  its  base. 

Alike  from  titles,  and  from  toys, 
I  spring,  the  fount  of  female  joys ; 
In  ev'ry  widow,  wife,  or  miss, 
The  sole  artificer  of  bliss. 
For  them  each  tropic  I  explore  ; 
1  cleave  the  sand  of  ev'ry  shore: 
To  them  uniting  Indians  sail; 
Saba  breathes  her  farthest  gale ; 
For  them  the  bullion  I  refine, 
Dig  sense  and  virtue  from  the  mine  ; 
And  from  the  bowels  of  invention, 
Spin  out  the  various  arts  you  mention. 

Nor  bliss  alone  my  pow'rs  bestow, 
They  hold  the  sov'reign  balm  of  woe; 
Beyond  the  stoic's  boasted  art, 
I  soothe  the  heavings  of  the  heart ; 
To  pain  give  splendour  and  relief, 
And  gild  the  pallid  face  of  grief. 

Alike  the  palace  and  the  plain 
Admit  the  glories  of  my  reign  ; 
Through  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  nation, 
Taste,  talents,  tempers,  state,  and  station  ; 
Whate'er  a  woman  says,  I  say; 
Whate'er  a  woman  spends,  I  pay; 
Alike  I  fill  and  empty  bags, 
Flutter,  in  finery,  and  rags; 
With  light  coquettes  through  folly  range, 
And  with  the  prude  disdain  to  change. 

And  now  you  'd  think,  'twixt  you  and  I, 
That  things  were  ripe  for  a  reply — 
But  soft,  and  while  I  'm  in  the  mood, 
Kindly  permit  me  to  conclude ; 
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Their  utmost  mazes  to  unravel, 
And  touch  the  farthest  step  they  travel. 

When  ev'ry  pleasure  's  run  a-ground, 
And  folly  tir'd  through  many  a  round, 
The  nymph,  conceiving  discontent  hence, 
May  ripen  to  an  hour's  repentance ; 
And  vapours  shed  in  pious  moisture, 
Dismiss  her  to  a  church,  or  cloister; 
Then  on  I  lead  her,  with  devotion, 
Conspicuous  in  her  dress  and  motion ; 
Inspire  the  heav'nly  breathing  air, 
Roll  up  the  lucid  eye  in  pray'r ; 
Soften  the  voice,  and  in  the  face, 
Look  melting  harmony  and  grace. 

Thus  far  extends  my  friendly  pow'r, 
Nor  quits  her  in  her  latest  hour ; 
The  couch  of  decent  pain  I  spread, 
In  form  recline  her  languid  head ; 
Her  thoughts  I  methodize  in  death, 
And  part  not  with  her  parting  breath ; 
Then  do  I  set,  in  order  bright, 
A  length  of  funeral  pomp  to  sight; 
The  glitt'ring  tapers  and  attire, 
The  plumes  that  whiten  o'er  her  bier ; 
And  last,  presenting  to  her  eye, 
Angelic  fineries  on  high, 
To  scenes  of  painted  bliss  I  waft  her, 
And  form  the  heav'n  she  hopes  hereafter. 

'  In  truth,'  rejoin'd  Love's  gentle  god, 
'  You've  gone  a  tedious  length  of  road; 
And  strange  in  all  the  toilsome  way, 
No  house  of  kind  refreshment  lay ; 
No  nymph,  whose  virtues  might  have  tempted 
To  hold  her  from  her  sex  exempted. 

For  one,  we  '11  never  quarrel,  man ; 
Take  her,  and  keep  her  if  you  can ; 
And  pleas'd  I  yield  to  your  petition ; 
Since  ev'ry  fair,  by  such  permission, 
Will  hold  herself  the  one  selected, 
And  so  my  system  stands  protected. 

O  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  glory, 
To  truths  divinely  vouch'd  in  story ! 
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The  godhead  in  his  zeal  return'd, 

And  kindliug  at  her  malice  hurn'd; 

Then  sweetly  rais'd  his  voice,  and  told 

Of  heav'nly  nymphs,  rever'd  of  old; 

Hypsipyle,  who  sav'dher  sire; 

And  Portia's  love,  approv'd  hy  fire; 

Alike  Penelope  was  quoted, 

Nor  laurell'd  Daphne  pass'd  unnoted  ; 

Nor  Laodamia's  fatal  garter; 

Nov  fam'd  Lucretia,  honour's  martyr; 

Alceste's  voluntary  steel,    * 

And  Cath'rine,  smiling  on  the  wheel, 

But  who  can  hope  to  plant  conviction, 
Where  cavil  grows  on  contradiction  ? 
Some  she  evades  or  disavows, 
Demurs  to  all,  and  none  allows; 
A  kind  of  ancient  thing,  call'd  fables  .' 
And  thus  the  goddess  turn'd  the  tables. 

Now  both  in  argument  grew  high, 
And  choler  flash'd  from  either  eye ; 
Nor  wonder  each  refus'd  to  yield 
The  conquest  of  so  fair  a  field. 

When  happily  arriv'd  in  view 
A  goddess,  whom  our  grandames  knew ; 
Of  aspect  grave,  and  sober  gait, 
Majestic,  awful,  and  sedate, 
As  heav'n's  autumnal  eve  serene, 
When  not  a  cloud  o'ercasts  the  scene  ; 
Once  Prudence  call'd,  a  matron  fam'd, 
And,  in  old  Rome,  Cornelia  nam'd. 

Quick,  at  a  venture,  both  agree 
To  leave  their  strife  to  her  decree. 

And  now  by  each  the  facts  were  stated, 
In  form  and  manner  as  related ; 
The  case  was  short.    They  crav'd  opinion, 
Which  held  o'er  females  chief  dominion? 
When  thus  the  goddess,  answering  mild, 
First  shook  her  gracious  head,  and  smil'd. 

Alas!  how  willing  to  comply, 
Yet  how  unfit  a  judge  am  I! 
In  times  of"golden  date,  'tis  true, 
I  shar'd  the  fickle  sex  with  you  ; 
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But  from  their  presence  long  precluded, 
Or  held  as  one  whose  form  intruded  ; 
Full  fifty  annual  suns  can  tell, 
Prudence  has  bid  the  sex  farewell. 

In  this  dilemma  what  to  do, 
Or  who  to  think  of,  neither  knew; 
For  both,  still  biass'd  in  opinion, 
And  arrogant  of  sole  dominion, 
Were  forc'd  to  hold  the  case  compounded, 
Or  leave  the  quarrel  where  they  found  it. 

When  in  the  nick,  a  rur.il  fair, 
Ofinexperienc'd  gait  and  air; 
Who  ne'er  had  cross'd  the  neighb'ring  lake, 
Nor  seen  the  world  beyond  a  wake ; 
With  cambric  coif,  and  kerchief  clean, 
Tript  lightly  by  them  o'er  the  green. 

Now,  now!  cry'd  Love's  triumphant  child, 
And  at  approaching  conquest  smil'd, 
If  Vanity  will  once  be  guided, 
Our  difference  maybe  soon  decided; 
Behold  yon  wench,  a  fit  occasion 
To  try  your  force  of  gay  persuasion. 
Go  you,  while  I  retire  aloof, 
Go,  put  those  boasted  pow'rs  to  proof; 
And  if  your  prevalence  of  art 
Transcends  my  yet  unerring  dart, 
I  give  the  fav'rite  contest  o'er, 
And  ne'er  will  boast  my  empire  more. 

At  once,  so  said,  and  so  consented ; 
And  well  our  goddess  seem'd  contented; 
Nor  pausing,  made  a  moment's  stand, 
But  tript,  and  took  the  girl  in  hand. 

Meanwhile  the  godhead,  unalarm'd, 
As  one  to  each  occasion  arm'd, 
Forth  from  his  quiver  cull'd  a  dart, 
That  erst  had  wounded  many  a  heart; 
Then  bending,  drew  it  to  the  head: 
The  bowstring  twang'd,  the  arrow  fled ; 
And,  to  her  secret  soul  address'd, 
Transfix'd  the  whiteness  of  her  breast. 

But  here  the  dame,  whose  guardian  care 
Had  to  a  moment  watch'd  the  fair, 
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At  once  her  pocket  mirror  drew, 
And  held  the  wonder  full  in  view  ; 
As  quickly,  rang'd  in  order  bright, 
A  thousand  beauties  rush  to  sight; 
A  world  of  charms,  till  now  unknown, 
A  world  reveal'd  to  her  alone ; 
Enraptur'd  stands  the  love-sick  maid, 
Suspended  o'er  the  darling  shade  j 
Here  only  fixes  to  admire, 
And  centres  ev'ry  fond  desire. 


J  H E    END. 
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